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INTRODUCTION. 

Cada puta hile (Let every jade go spin). 

Sancho Panza. 

Almost alone in Europe stands Spain, the 
country of things as they are. The Spaniard 
weaves no glamour about facts, apologises for 
nothing, extenuates nothing. Lo que ha de ser 
no puede /altar! If you must have an explana- 
tion, here it is. Chew it, Englishman, and be 
content; you will get no other. One result of 
this is that Circumstance, left naked, is to be 
seen more often a strong than a pretty thing; 
and another that the Englishman, inveterately a 
draper, is often horrified and occasionally heart- 
broken. The Spaniard may regret, but cannot 
mend the organ. His own will never suffer the 
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same fate. Chercher le midi a quatorze heures is 
no foible of his. 

The state of things cannot last; for the sen- 
timental pour into the country now, and insist 
that the natives shall become as self-conscious as 
themselves. The Sud-Express brings them from 
England and Germany, vast ships convey them 
from New York. Then there are the newspapers, 
eager as ever to make bricks without straw. 
Against Teutonic travellers, and journalists, no 
idiosyncrasy can stand out. The country will 
run to pulp, as a pear, bitten without by wasps 
and within by a maggot, will get sleepy and drop. 
But that end is not yet, the Lord be praised, 
and will not be in your time or mine. The tale 
I have to tell — an old one, as we reckon news 
now — might have happened yesterday; for that 
was when I was last in Spain, and satisfied my- 
self that all the concomitants were still in being. 
I can assure you that many a Don Luis yet, bit- 
terly poor and bitterly proud, starves and shivers, 
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and hugs up his bones in his capa between the 
Bidassoa and the Manzanares; many a wild- 
hearted, unlettered Manuela applies the inexorable 
law of the land to her own detriment, and, with 
a sob in the breath, sits down to her spinning 
again, her mouldy crust and cup of cold water, 
or worse fare than that Joy is not for the poor, 
she says — and then, with a shrug, Lo que ha de 
ser , . ./ 

But, as a matter of fact, it belongs to George 
Sorrow's day, this tale, when gentlemen rode 
a-horseback between town and town, and fol- 
lowed the river-bed rather than the road. A 
stranger then, in the plains of Castile, was either 
a fool who knew not when he was well off, or an 
unfortunate, whose misery at home forced him 
afield. There was no genus Tourist; the traveller 
was conspicuous and could be traced from Spain 
to Spain. When you get on you'll see; that is 
how Tormillo weaselled out Mr. Manvers, by the 
smell of his blood. A great, roomy, haggard 
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country, half desert waste and half bare rock, 
was the Spain of i860, immemorially old, im- 
mutably the same, splendidly frank, acquainted 
with grief and sin, shameless and free; like some 
brown gipsy wench of the wayside, with throat 
and half her bosom bare, who would laugh and 
show her teeth, and be free with her jest; but if 
you touched her honour, ignorant that she had 
one, would stab you without ruth, and go her 
free way, leaving you carrion in the ditch. Such 
was the Spain which Mr. Manvers visited some 
fifty years ago. 
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CHAPTER I. 
THE PLEASANT ERRAND. 

Into the plain beyond Burgos, through the 
sunless glare of before-dawn; upon a soft-padding 
ass that cast no shadow and made no sound; 
well upon the stem of that ass, and with two 
bare heels to kick him; alone in the immensity 
of Castile, and as happy as a king may be, rode 
a young man on a May morning, singing to him- 
self a wailing, winding chant in the minor which, 
as it had no end, may well have had no begin- 
ning. He only paused in it to look before him 
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between his donkey's ears; and then — " Arre, 
hurra, hijo de perraJ" — he would drive his heels 
into the animars rump. In a few minutes the 
song went spearing aloft again ... "En ha- 
talla-a'a temero-O'Sa-a . . .1" 

I say that he was young; he was very young, 
and looked very delicate, with his transparent, 
alabaster skin, lustrous grey eyes and pale, thin 
lips. He had a sagging straw hat upon his 
round and shapely head, a shirt — and a dirty 
shirt — open to the waist His faja was a broad 
band of scarlet cloth wound half a dozen times 
about his middle, and supported a murderous 
long knife. For the rest, cotton drawers, bare 
legs, and feet as brown as walnuts. All of him 
that was not whitey-brown cotton or red cloth 
was the colour of the country; but his cropped 
head was black, and his eyes were very light 
grey, keen, restless and bold. He was sharp- 
featured, careless and impudent; but when he 
smiled you might think him bewitching. His 
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name he would give you as Est^ban Vincaz — 
which it was not; his affair was pressing, plea- 
sant and pious. Of that he had no doubt at 
all. He was intending the murder of a young 
woman. 

His eyes, as he sang, roamed the sun-struck 
land, and saw everything as it should be. Life 
was a grim business for man and beast and herb 
of the field, no better for one than for the 
others. The winter com in patches struggled 
sparsely through the clods; darnels, tares, dead- 
nettle and couch, the vetches of last year and 
the thistles of next, contended with it, not in 
vain. The olives were not yet in flower, but the 
plums and sloes were powdered with white; all 
was in order. 

When a clump of smoky-blue iris caught his 
downward looks, he slipped off his ass and 
snatched a handful for his hat. "The Sword- 
flower," he called it, and accepting the omen 
with a chuckle, jumped into his seat again and 
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kicked the beast with his naked heels into the 
shamble that does duty for a pace. As he de- 
corated his hat-string he resumed his song: — 

<<£d batalla temerosa 
Andaba el Cid castellano 
Con Bi^car, ese rey moro, 
Que contra el Cid ha llegado 
A le ganar a Valencia ..." 

He hung upon the pounding assonances, and 
his heart thumped in accord, as if his present 
adventure had been that crowning one of the 
hero's. 

Accept him for what he was, the graceless 
son of his parents — horse-thief, sheep-thief, con- 
trabandist, bully, trader of women — he had the 
look of a seraph when he sang, the complacency 
of an angel of the Weighing of Souls. And why 
not? He had no doubts; he could justify every 
hour of his life. If money failed him, wits did 
not; he had the manners of a gentleman — and a 
gentleman he actually was, hidalgo by birth — 
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and the morals of a hyaena, that is to say, none 
at all. I doubt if he had anything worth having 
except the grand air; the rest had been discarded 
as of no account. 

Schooling had been his, he had let it slip; 
if his gentlehood had been negotiable he had 
carded it away. Nowadays he knew only elemen- 
tary things — hunger, thirst, fatigue, desire, hatred, 
fear. What he craved, that he took, if he could. 
He feared the dark, and God in the Sacrament. 
He pitied nothing, regretted nothing; for to pity 
a thing you must respect it, and to respect you 
must fear; and as for regret, when it came to 
feeling the loss of a thing it came naturally also 
to hating the cause of its loss; and so the greater 
lust swallowed up the less. 

He had felt regret when Manuela ran away; 
it had hurt him, and he hated her for it. That 
was why he intended at all cost to find her again, 
and to kill her; because she had been his amiga, 
and had left him. Three weeks ago, it had been. 
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at the fair of Pobledo. The fair had been spoiled 
for him, he had earned nothing, and lost much^ 
esteem, to wit, his own esteem, mortally wounded 
by the loss of Manuela, whose beauty had been 
a mark, and its possession an asset; and time — 
valuable time — lost in finding out where she had 
gone. 

Friends of his had helped him; he had hailed 
every arriero on the road, from Pamplona to 
La Coruiia; and when he had what he wanted 
he had only delayed for one day, to get his knife 
ground. He knew exactly where she was, at 
what hour he should find her, and with whom 
His tongue itched and brought water into hi 
mouth when he pictured the meeting. He picture 
it now, as he jogged and sang and looked co 
tentedly at the endless plain. . 

Presently he came within sight, and, since 
made no effort to avoid it, presently again 
the street of a mud-built village. Few pe 
were astir. A man slept in an angle of a 
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flies about his head; a dog in an entry scratched 
himself with ecstasy; a woman at a doorway was 
combing her child's hair, and looked up to watch 
him coming. 

Entering in his easy way, he looked to the 
east to judge of the light. Sunrise was nearly an 
hour away; he could afford to obey the summons 
of the cracked bell, filling the place with its 
wrangling, with the creaking of its wheel. He 
hobbled his beast in the little plaza, and followed 
some stra)ring women into church. 

Immediately confronting him at the door was 
a hideous idol. A huge and brown, wooden 
Christ, with black horse-hair tresses, staring white 
eyeballs, staring red wounds, towered before him, 
hanging from a cross. Esteban knelt to it on 
one knee, and, i:emembering his hat, doffed it 
sideways over his ear. He said his two Pater- 
nosters, and then performed one odd ceremony 
more. Several people saw him do it, but no one 
was surprised. He took the long knife from his 
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faja, running his finger lightly along the edge, 
laid it flat before the Cross, and looking up at 
the tormented God, said him another Pater, 
That done, he went into the church, and knelt 
upon the floor in company with kerchiefed women, 
children, a dog or two, and some beggars of in- 
credible age and infirmities beyond description, 
and rose to one knee, fell to both, covered his 
eyes, watched/.the celebraw^, or the youngest of 
the women, just as the server's little bell bade 
him. Simple ceremonies, done by rote and com- 
mon to Latin Europe; certainly not learned of 
the Moors. 

Mass over, our young avenger prepared to 
resume his journey by breaking his fast. A hunch 
of bread and a few raisins sufficed him, and he 
ate these sitting on the steps of the church, 
watching the women as they loitered on their 
way home. Esteban had a keen eye for women; 
pence only, I mean the lack of them, prevented 
him from being a collector. But the eye is free; 
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he viewed them all from the standpoint of the 
cabinet. One he approved. She carried herself 
well, had fine ankles, and wore a flower in her 
hair like an Andalusian. Now, it was one of his 
many grudges against fate that he had never 
been in Andalusia and seen the women there. 
For certain, they were handsome; a Sevi liana, for 
instance! Would they wear flowers in their hair 
— over the ear — unless they dared be looked at? 
Manuela was of Valencia, more than hdiM gitana: 
a wonderfully supple girl. When she danced the 
jota it was like nothing so much as a snake in 
an agony. Her hair was tawny yellow, and very 
long. She wore no flower in it, but bound a red 
handkerchief in and out of the plaits. She was 
vain of her hair — heart of God, how he hated 
her! 

Then the priest came out of church, fat, dew- 
lapped, greasy, very short of breath, but bene- 
volent "Good day, good day to you," he said. 
"You are a stranger. From the North?" 
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"My reverence, from Burgos.*' 

"Ha, from Burgos this morning! A fine city, 
a great city." 

"Yes, sir, it's true. It is where they buried 
our lord the Campeador." 

"So they say. You are lettered! And early 
afoot." 

"Yes, sir. I am called to be early. I still 
go South," 

"Seeking work, no doubt. You are honest, 
I hope?" 

"Yes, sir, a very honest Christian. But I seek 
no work. I find it" 

"You are lucky," said the priest, and took 
snuff. "And where is your work? In Valladolid, 
perhaps?" 

Est^ban blinked hard at that last question. 
"No, sir," he said. "Not there." Do what he 
might he could not repress the bitter gleam in 
his eyes. 

The old priest paused, his fingers once more 
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in the snuff-box. "There again you have a great 
city. Ah, and there was a time when Valladolid 
was one of the greatest in Castile. The capital 
of a kingdom! Chosen seat of a king! Pattern 
of the true Faith!" His eyelids narrowed quickly. 
"You do not know it?" 

"No, sir," said Esteban gently. "I have never 
been there." 

The priest shrugged. ** Vaya! it is no affair 
of mine," he said. Then he waved his hand, 
wagging it about like a fan. "Go your ways," 
he added, "with God." 

"Always at the feet of your reverence," said 
Esteban, and watched him depart. He stared 
after him, and looked sick. 

Altogether he delayed for an hour and a 
quarter in this village; a material time. The sun 
was up as he left it — a burning globe, just above 
the limits of the plain. 
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CHAPTER n. 
THE TRAVELLER AT LARGE. 

Ahead of Est^ban some five or six hours, or, 
rather converging upon a common centre so far 
removed from him, was one Osmund Manvers, a 
young English gentleman of easy fortune, in- 
dependent habits and analytical disposition; also 
riding, also singing to himself, equally early afoot, 
but in very different circumstances. He bestrode 
a horse tolerably sound, had a haversack before 
him reasonably stored. He had a clean shirt on 
him, and another embaled, a brace of pistols, a 
New Testament and a "Don Quixote;" he wore 
brown knee-boots, a tweed jacket, white duck 
breeches, and a straw hat as little picturesque as 
it was comfortable or convenient. Neither re- 
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venge nor enemy lay ahead of him; he travelled 
for his pleasure, and so pleasantly that even Time 
was his friend. Health was the salt of his daily 
fare, and curiosity gave him appetite for every 
minute of the day. 

He would have looked incongruous in the 
elfin landscape — in that empty plain, under that 
ringing sky — if he had not appeared to be as ex- 
tremely at home in it as young Esteban himself; 
but there was this further difference to be noted, 
that whereas Esteban seemed to belong to the 
land, the land seemed to belong to Mr. Manvers 
— the land of the Spains and all those vast 
distances of it, the enormous space of ground, 
the dim blue mountains at the edge, the great 
arch of sky over all. He might have been a 
young squire at home, overlooking his farms, one 
eye for the tillage or the upkeep of fence and 
hedge, another for a covey, or a hare in a furrow. 
He was as serene as Esteban and as contented; 
but his comfort lay in easy possession, not in 
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being easily possessed. Occasionally he whistled 
as he rode, but, like Esteban, broke now and 
again into a singing voice, more cheerful, I think, 
than melodious. 

"If she be not fair for me, 
What care I how fair she be?" 

An old song. But Henry Chorley made a 
tune for it the summer before Mr. Manvers left 
England, and it had caught his fancy, both the 
air and the sentiment They had come aptly to 
suit his scoffing mood, and to help him salve the 
wound which a Miss Eleanor Vernon had dealt 
his heart — a Miss Eleanor Vernon with her clear 
disdainful eyes. She had given him his first ac- 
quaintance with the hot-and-cold disease. 

"If she be not fair for me!" Well, she was 
not to be that Let her go spin then, and — 
"What care I how fair she be?" He had dis- 
carded her with the Dover cliffs, and resumed 
possession of himself and his seeing eye. By this 
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time a course of desultory journeying through 
Brittany and the West of France, a winter in 
Paris, a packet from Bordeaux to Santander had 
cured him of his hurt. The song came unsought 
to his lips, but had no wounded heart to salve. 

Mr. Manvers was a pleasant-looking young 
man, sanguine in hue, grey in the eye, with a 
twisted sort of smile by no means unattractive. 
His features were irregular, but he looked whole- 
some; his humour was fitful, sometimes easy, 
sometimes unaccountably stiff. They called him 
a Character at home, meaning that he was liable 
to freakish asides from the common rutted road, 
and could not be counted on. It was true. He, 
for his part, called himself an observer of 
Manvers, which implied that he had rather watch 
than take a side; but he was both hot-tempered 
and quick-tempered, and might well find himself 
in the middle of things before he knew it His 
crooked smile, however, seldom deserted him, 
seldom was exchanged for a crooked scowl; and 
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the light beard which he had allowed himself in 
the solitudes of Paris led one to imagine his jaw 
less square than it really was. 

I suppose him to have been five foot ten in 
his boots, and strong to match. He had a com- 
fortable income, derived from land in Somerset- 
shire, upon which his mother, a widow lady, and 
his two unmarried sisters lived, and attended 
archery meetings in company of the curate. The 
disdain of Miss Eleanor Vernon had cured him 
of a taste for such simple joys, and now that, by 
travel, he had cured himself of Miss Eleanor, he 
was travelling on for his pleasure, or, as he told 
himself, to avoid the curate. Thus neatly he re- 
ferred to his obligations to Church and State in 
Somersetshire. 

By six o'clock on this fine May morning he 
had already ridden far — from Sahagun, indeed, 
where he had spent some idle days, lounging, 
and exchanging observations on the weather with 
the inhabitants. He had been popular, for he 
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was perfectly simple, and without airs; never 
asked what he did not want to know, and never 
refused to answer what it was obviously desired 
he should. But man cannot live upon small talk; 
and as he had taken up his rest in Sahagun in 
a moment of impulse — when he saw that it pos- 
sessed a church-dome covered with glazed green 
tiles — so now he left it 

"High Heaven!" he had cried, sitting up in 
bed, "what the deuce am I doing here? No- 
thing. Nothing on earth. Let's get out of it." 
So out he had got, and could not ask for break- 
fast at four in the morning. 

He rode fast, desiring to make way before 
the heat began, and by six o'clock, with the sun 
above the horizon, was not sorry to see towers 
and pinnacles, or to hear across the emptiness 
the clangorous notes of a deep-toned bell. "The 
muezzin calls the faithful, but for me another 
summons must be sounded. That town will be 
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Palencia. There I breakfast, by the grace of 
God. Coffee and eggs." 

Palencia it was, a town of pretence, if such a 
word can be applied to anything Spanish, where 
things either are or are not, and there's an end. 
It was as drab as the landscape, as weatherworn 
and austere; but it had a squat officer sitting at 
the receipt of custom, which Sahagun had not, 
and a file of anxious peasants before him, bar- 
gaining for their chickens and hay. 

Upon the horseman's approach the func- 
tionary raised himself, looking over the heads of 
the crowd as at a greater thing, saluted, and in- 
quired for gate-dues with his patient eyes. "I 
have here," said Manvers, who loved to be 
didactic in a foreign language, "a shirt and a 
comb, the New Testament, the History of the In- 
genious Gentleman, Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
and a tooth-brush." 

Much of this was Greek to the doganero, who, 
however, understood that the stranger was re- 
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ferring in tolerable Castilian to a provincial gentle- 
man of degree. The name and Manvers' twisted 
smile together won him the entry. The officer 
just eased his peaked cap. "Go with God, sir," 
he directed. 

"Assuredly," said Manvers, "but pray assist 
me to the inn." 

The Providencia was named, indicated, and 
found. There was an elderly man in the yard of 
it, placidly plucking a live fowl, a barbarity with 
which our traveller had now ceased to quarrel. 

"Leave your horrid task, my friend," he said. 
"Take my horse, and feed him." 

The bird was released, and after shaking, by 
force of habit, what no longer, or only partially 
existed, rejoined its companions. They received 
it coldly, but it soon showed that it could pick as 
well as be picked. 

"Now," said Manvers to the ostler, "give this 
horse half a feed of com, then some water, then 
the other half feed; but give him nothing until 
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you have cooled him down. Do these things, 
and I present you with one peseta. Omit any of 
them, and I give you nothing at all. Is that a 
bargain?" 

The old man haled off the horse, muttering 
that it would be a bad bargain for his Grace, to 
which Manvers replied that we should see. Then 
he went into the Providencia for his coffee and 
eggs. 
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CHAPTER in. 
DIVERSIONS OF TRAVEL. 

If Sahagun puts you out of conceit with 
Castile, you are not likely to be put in again 
by Palencia; for a second-rate town in this king- 
dom is like a piece of the plain enclosed by a 
wall, and only emphasises the desolation at the 
expense of the freedom; and as in a windy square 
all the city garbage is blown into corners, so the 
walled town seems to collect and set to festering 
all the disreputable creatures of the waste. 

Mr. Manvers, his meal over, hankered after 
broad spaces again. He walked the arcaded 
streets and cursed the flies, he entered the Cathe- 
dral and was driven out by the beggars. He 
leaned over the bridge and watched the green 
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river, and that set him longing for a swim. If 
his maps told him the truth, some few leagues 
on the road to Valladolid should discover him a 
fine wood, the wood of La Huerca, beyond which, 
skirting it, in fact, should be the Pisuerga. Here 
he could bathe, loiter away the noon, and take 
his merienda, which should be the best Palencia 
could supply. 

"Muera Marta, 
Y muera harta," 

"Let Martha die, but not on an empty stomach," 
he said to himself. He knew his Don Quixote 
better than most Spaniards. 

He furnished his haversack, then, with bread, 
ham, sausages, wine and oranges, ordered out his 
horse, satisfied himself that the ostler had earned 
his fee, and departed at an ambling pace to seek 
his amusements. But, though he knew it not, 
the finger of Fate was upon him, and he was 
enjoying the last of that perfect leisure without 
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which travel, love-making, the arts and sciences, 
gardening, or the rearing of a family, are but 
weariness and disgust. Just outside the gate of 
Palencia he had an adventure which occupied 
him until the end of this tale, and, indeed, some 
way beyond it 

The Puerta de Valladolid is really no gate at 
all, but a gateway. WTiat walls it may once 
have pierced have fallen away from it in their 
fight with time, and now buttresses and rubbish- 
heaps, a moat of blurred outline and much filth, 
alone testify to former pretensions. Beyond was 
to be found a sandy waste, miscalled an alameda, 
a littered place of brown grass, dust and loose 
stones, fringed with parched acacias, and diversi- 
fied by hillocks, upon which, in former days of ' 
strife, standards may have been placed, mangonels 
planted, perhaps Napoleonic cannon. 

It was upon one of these mounds, which was 
shaded by a tree, that Manvers observed, and 
paused in the gateway to observe, the doings of 
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a group of persons, some seven boys and lads, 
and a girl. A kind of uncouth courtship seemed 
to be in progress, or (as he put it) the holding of 
a rude Court. He thought to see a Circe of 
picaresque Spain with her swinish rout about her. 
To drop metaphor, the young woman sat upon 
the hillock, with the half dozen tatterdemalions 
round her in various stages of amorous enchant- 
ment. 

He set the girl down for a gipsy, for he knew 
enough of the country to be sure that no mar- 
riageable maiden of worth could be courted in 
this fashion. Or if not a gipsy then a thing of 
nought, to be pitied if the truth were known, at 
any rate to be skirted. Her hair, which seemed 
to be of a dusty gold tinge, was knotted up in a 
red handkerchief; her gown was of blue faded to 
green, her feet were bare. If a gipsy, she was to 
be trusted to take care of herself; if but a sun- 
burnt vagrant she could be let to shift; and yet 
he watched her curiously, while she sat as im- 
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passive as a young Sphinx, and wondered to him- 
self why he did it 

Suppose her of that sort you may see any 
day at a fair, jigging outside a booth in red 
bodice and spangles, a waif, a little who-knows- 
who, suppose her pretty to death — what is she 
even then but an iridescent bubble, as one might 
say, thrown up by some standing pool of vice, 
as filmy, very nearly as fleeting, and quite as 
poisonous? It struck him as he watched — not 
the girl in particular, but a whole genus centred 
in her — as really extraordinary, as an obliquity 
of Providence, that such ephemerids must abound, 
predestined to misery; must come and sm, and 
wail and go, with souls inside them to be saved, 
which nobody could save, and bodies fair enough 
to be loved, which nobody could stoop to love. 
Had the scheme of our Redemption scope enough 
for this — for this trifle, along with Santa Teresa, 
and the Queen of Sheba, and Isabella the 
Catholic? He perceived himself slipping into the 

3* 
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sententious on slight pretence — but presently 
found himself engaged. 

Hatless, shoeless, and coatless were the oafs 
who surrounded the object of his speculations, 
some lying flat, with elbows forward and chins to 
fist; some creeping and scrambling about her to 
get her notice, or fire her into a rage; some 
squatting at an easy distance with ribaldries to 
exchange. But there was one, sitting a little 
above her on the mound, who seemed to consider 
himself, in a sort, her proprietor. He was master 
of the pack, warily on the watch, able by position 
and strength to prevent what he might at any 
moment choose to think an infiringement of his 
rights. A sullen, grudging, silent, and jealous 
dog, Manvers saw him, and asked himself how 
long she would stand it. At present she seemed 
unaware of her surroundings. 

He saw that she sat broodingly, as if ruminat- 
ing on more serious things, such as famine or 
thirst, her elbows on her knees and her face in 
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her two hands. That was the true gipsy attitude, 
he knew, all the world over. But so intent she 
was, that she was careless of her person, careless 
that her bodice was open at the neck and that 
more people than Manvers were aware of it. A 
flower was in her mouth, or he thought so, judg- 
ing from the blot of scarlet thereabouts; her face 
was set fixedly towards the town — too fixedly 
that he might care, since she cared so little, 
whether she saw him there or not And after all, 
not she, but the manners of the game centred 
about her, was what mattered. 

Manners, indeed! The fastidious in our young 
man was all on edge; he became a critic of Spain. 
Where in England, France, or Italy could you 
have witnessed such a scene as this? Or what 
people but the Spaniards among the children of 
Noah know themselves so certainly lords of the 
earth that they can treat women, mules, prisoners, 
Jews, and bulls according to the caprices of ap- 
petite? That an Italian should make public dis- 
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play of his property in a woman, or his scorn of 
her, was a thing unthinkable; yet, if you came to 
consider it, so it was that a Spaniard should not. 
Set aside, said he to himself, the grand air, and 
what has the Spaniard which the brutes have 
not? 

Hotly questioning the attendant heavens, 
Man vers saw just such an act of mastery, when 
the lumpish fellow above the girl put his hand 
upon her, and kept it there, and the others 
thereupon drew back and ceased their tricks, as 
if admitting possession had and seisin taken, as 
the lawyers call it. To Manvers a hateful thing. 
He felt his blood surge in his neck. "Damn him! 
Pve a mind ! And they pray to a woman!" 

But the girl did nothing — neither moved, nor 
seemed to be aware. Then the drama suddenly 
quickened, the actors serried, and the acts, down 
to the climax, followed fast. 

Emboldened by her passivity, the oaf ad- 
vanced by inches, visibly. He looked knowingly 
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about him, collecting approval from his followers, 
he whispered in her ear, hummed gallant airs, 
regaled the company with snatches of salt song. 
Fixed as the Sphinx and unfathomable, she sat 
on broodingly until, piqued by her indifference, 
maybe, or swayed by some wave of desire, he 
caught her round the waist and buried his face 
in her neck; and then, all at once, she awoke, 
shivered and collected herself, without warning shook 
herself free, and hit her bully a blow on the nose 
with all her force. 

He reeled back, with his hands to his face; 
the blood gushed over his fingers. Then all were 
on their feet, and a scuffle began, the most un- 
equal you can conceive, and the most impossible. 
It was all against one, with stones flying and im- 
precations after them, and in the midst the tawny- 
haired girl fighting like one possessed. 

A minute of this — hardly so much — was more 
than enough for Manvers, who, when he could 
believe his eyes, pricked headlong into the fray. 
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and began to lay about him with his crop. "Dogs, 
sons of dogs, down with your hands!" he cried, 
in Spanish which was fluent, if imaginative. But 
his science with the whip was beyond dispute, 
and the diversion, coming suddenly from behind, 
scattered the enemy into headlong flight. 

The field cleared, the girl was to be seen. 
She lay moaning on the ground, her arms ex- 
tended, her right leg twitching. She was bleeding 
at the ear. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

TWO ON HORSEBACK. 

Now, Manvers was under fire; for the enemy, 
reinforced by stragglers from the town, had un- 
masked a battery of stones, and was making fine 
practice from the ruins of the wall. He was hit 
more than once, his horse more than he; both were 
exasperated, and he in particular was furious at 
the presence of spectators who, comfortably in the 
shade, watched, and had been watching, the whole 
affair with enviable detachment of mind and body. 
With so much to chafe him, he may be pardoned 
for some irritability. 

He dismounted as coolly as he could, and 
led his horse about to cover her from the stones. 
"Come," he said, as he stooped to touch her, "I 
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must move you out of this. Saint Stephen 
— blessed young man — has forestalled this par- 
ticular means of going to Heaven. Oh, danm the 
stones!" 

He used no ceremony, but picked her up as 
if she had been a dressmaker's dummy, and set 
her on her feet, where, after swaying about, and 
some balancing with her hands, she presently 
steadied herself, and stood, dazed and empty- 
eyed. Her cheek was cut, her ear was bleeding; 
her hair was down, the red handkerchief uncoiled; 
her dusky skin was stained with dirt and scratches, 
and her bosom heaved riotously as she caught 
for her breath. 

"Take your time, my dear," said. Manvers 
kindly. And she did, by tumbling into his arms. 
Here, then, was a situation for the student of 
Manners; a brisk discharge of stones from an ad- 
vancing line of skirmishers, a strictly impartial 
crowd of sightseers, a fidgety horse, and himself 
embarrassed by a girl in a faint 
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He called for help and, getting none, shook 
his fist at the callous devils who ignored him; he 
inspected his charge, who looked as pure as a 
child in her swoon, all her troubles forgotten and 
sins blotted out; he inquired of the skies, as if 
hopeful that the ravens, as of old, might bring . 
him help; at last, seeing nothing else for it, he 
picked up the girl in both arms and pitched her 
onto the saddle. There, with some adjusting, he 
managed to prop her while he led the horse 
slowly away. He had to get the reins in his 
teeth before he had gone ten yards. The retreat 
began. 

It was within two hours of noon, or nothing 
had saved him from a retirement as harassing as 
Sir John Moore's. It was the sun, not ravens, 
that came to his help. Meantime the girl had 
recovered herself somewhat, and, when they were 
out of sight of the town and its inhabitants, 
showed him that she had by sliding from the 
saddle and standing firmly on her feet. 
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"Hulloa!" said Manvers. "What's the matter 
now? Do you think you can walk back? You 
can't, you know." He addressed her in his best 
Castilian. "I am afraid you are hurt Let me 

help " but she held him off with a stiffening 

arm, while she wiped her face with her petticoat, 
and put herself into some sort of order. 

She did it deftly and methodically, with the 
practised hands of a woman used to the public 
eye. She might have been an actress at the 
wings, about to go on. Nor would she look at 
him or let him see that she was aware of his 
presence until all was in order — her hair twisted 
into the red handkerchief, the neck of her dress 
pinned together, her torn skirt nicely hung. Her 
coquetry, her skill in adjusting what seemed past 
praying for, her pains with herself, were charming 
to see and very touching. Manvers watched her 
closely and could not deny her beauty. 

She was a vivid beauty, fiercely coloured, 
with her tawny gold hair, sunburnt skin, and 
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jade-green, far-seeing eyes, her coiled crimson 
handkerchief and blue -green gown. She was 
finely made, slim, and in contour hardly more 
than a. child; and yet she seemed to him very 
mature, a practised hand, with very various know- 
ledge deep in her eyes, and a wide acquaintance 
behind her quiet lips. With her re-ordered toi- 
lette she had taken on self-possession and dignity, 
a reserve which baffled him. Without any more 
reason than this he felt for her a kind of respect 
which nothing, certainly, in what he had seen of 
her circumstances could justify. Yet he gave her 
her title — which marks his feeling. 

"Sefiorita," he said, "I wish to be of service 
to you. Command me. Shall I take you back 
to Palencia?" 

She answered him seriously. "I beg that you 
will not, sir." 

"If you have friends " he began, and she 

said at once, "I have none." 

"Or parents " 
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"None." 

"Relatives " 

"None, none." 

"Then your " 

"I know what you would say. I have no 
house." 

"Then," said Manvers, looking vaguely over 
the plain, "what do you wish me to do for you?" 

She was now sitting by the roadside, very col- 
lectedly looking down at her hands in her lap. 
"You will leave me here, if you must," she said; 
"but I would ask your charity to take me a little 
farther from Palencia. Nobody has ever been 
kind to me before." 

She said this quite simply, as if stating a fact 
He was moved. 

"You were unhappy in Palencia?" 

"Yes," she said, "I would rather be left 
here." The enormous plain of Castile, treeless, 
sun-struck, empty of living thing, made her words 
eloquent. 
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"Absurd," said Manvers. "If I leave you 
here you will die." 

"In Palencia," said the girl, "I cannot die." 
And then her grave eyes pierced him, and he 
knew what she meant 

"Great God!" said Manvers. "Then I shall 
take you to a convent." 

She nodded her head. "Where you will, sir," 
she replied. Her gravity, far beyond her seeming 
station, gave value to her confidence. 

"That seems to me the best thing I can do 
with you," Manvers said; "and if you don't shirk 
it, there is no reason why I should. Now, can 
you stick on the saddle if I put you up?" 

She nodded again. "Up you go then." He 
would have swung her up sideways, lady-fashion; 
but she laughed and cried, "No, no," put a hand 
on his shoulder, her left foot in the stirrup, and 
swung herself into the saddle as neatly as a 
groom. There she sat astride, like a circus-rider, 
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and stuck her arm akimbo as she looked down 
for his approval. 

"Bravo," said Manvers. "You have been 
a-horseback before this, my girl. Now you must 
make room for me." He got up behind her and 
took the reins from under her arm. With the 
other arm it was necessary to embrace her; she 
allowed it sedately. Then they ambled off to- 
gether, making a Darby and Joan affair of it 

But the sun was now close upon noon, burn- 
ing upon them out of a sky of brass. There was 
no wind, and the flies were maddening. After 
awhile he noticed that the girl simply stooped her 
head to the heat, as if she were wilting like a 
picked flower. When he felt her heavy on his 
arm he saw that he must stop. So he did, and 
plied her with wine from his pocket-flask, feeding 
her drop by drop as she lay back against him. 
He got bread out of his haversack and made her 
eat; she soon revived, and then he learned the 
fact that she had eaten nothing since yesterday's 
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noon. "How should I eat," she asked, "when I 
have earned nothing?" 

"Nohow, but by charity," he agreed. "Had 
Palencia no compassion?" She grew dark and 
would not answer him at first; presently asked, 
had he not seen Palencia? 

"I agree," he said. "But let me ask you, if 
I may without indiscretion, how did you propose 
to earn your bread in Palencia?" 

"I would have worked in the fields for a day, 
sir," she told him; "but not longer, for I have to 
get on." 

"Where do you wish to go?" 

"Away from here." 

"To Valladolid?" 

She looked up into his face — her head was 
still near his shoulder. "To Valladolid? Never 
there." 

This made him laugh. "To Palencia? Never 
there. To Valladolid? Never there. Where then, 
lady of the sea-green eyes?" 
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She veiled her eyes quickly. "To Madrid, I 
suppose. I wish to work." 

"Can you find work there?" 

"Surely. It is a great city." 

"Do you know it?" 

"Yes, I was there long ago." 

"What did you do there?" 

"I worked. I was very well there." She sat 
up and looked back over his shoulder. She had 
done that once or twice before, and now he 
asked her what she was looking for. She de- 
sisted at once; "Nothing" was her answer. 

He made her drink from the flask again and 
gave her his pocket-handkerchief to cover her 
head. When she understood she laughed, at him 
without disguise. Did he think she feared the 
sun? She bade him look at her neck — ^which 
was walnut brown, and sleek as satin; but when 
he would have taken back his handkerchief she 
refused to give it, and put it over her head like 
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a hood, and tied it under her chin. She then 
turned herself round to face him. 

"Is it so you would have it, sir?" she asked, 
and looked bewitching. 

"My dear," said Manvers, "you are a beauty." 
Shall he be blamed if he kissed her? Not by 
me, since she never blamed him. 

Her clear-seeing eyes searched his face; her 
kissed mouth looked very serious, and also very 
pure. Then, as he observed her ardently, she 
coloured and looked down, and afterwards turned 
herself the way they were to go, and with a little 
sigh settled into his arm. 

Manvers spurred his horse, and for some time 
nothing was said between them. But he was of 
a talkative habit, with a trick of conversing with 
himself for lack of a better man. He asked her 
if he was forgiven, and felt her answer on his 
arm, though she gave him none in words. This 
was not to content him. "I see that you will 
not," be said, to tease her. "Well, I call that 

4* 
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hard after my stoning. I had believed the ladies 
of Spain kinder to their cavaliers than to grudge 
a kiss for a cart-load of stones at the head. 
Well, well, I'm properly paid. Laws go as kings 
will, I know. God help poor men!" He would 
have gone on with his baiting had she not sur- 
prised him. 

She turned him a burning face. "Caballero, 
caballero, have done!" she begged him. "You 
rescued me from worse than death — and what 
could I deny you? See, sir, I have lived fifteen, 
seventeen years in the world, and nobody — 
nobody, I say — has ever done me a kindness be- 
fore. And you think that I grudge you!" She 
was really unhappy, and had to be comforted. 

They became close friends after that She 
told him her name was Manuela, and that she 
was Valencian by birth. A Gitana? No, in- 
deed. She was a Christian. "You are a very 
bewitching Christian, Manuela," he told her, and 
drew her face back, and kissed her again. I am 
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told that there's nothing in kissing, once: it's the 
second time that counts. In the very act — for 
eyes met as well as lips — he noticed that hers 
wavered on the way to his, beyond him, over the 
road they had travelled; and the ceremony over, 
he again asked her why. She passed it off as 
before, saying that she had looked at nothing, 
and begged him to go forward. 

Ahead of them now, through the crystalline 
flicker of the heat, he saw the dark rim of the 
wood, the cork forest of La Huerca for which he 
was looking, and which hid the river from his 
aching eyes. No foot-burnt wanderer in Sahara 
ever hailed his oasis with heartier thanksgiving; 
but it was still a league and a half away. He 
addressed himself to the task of reaching it, and 
we may suppose Manuela respected his efforts. 
At any rate, there was silence between the pair 
for the better part of an hour — what time the 
unwinking sun, vertically overhead, deprived them 
of so much as the sight of their own shadows. 
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and drove the very crows with wings adust to 
skulk in the furrows. The shrilling of crickets, 
the stumbling hoofs of an overtaxed horse, and 
the creaking of saddle and girth made a din in 
the deadly stillness of this fervent noon, and, 
since there was no other sound to be heard, it is 
hard to tell how Manvers was aware of a traveller 
behind him, unless he was served by the sixth 
sense we all have, to warn us that we are not 
alone. 

Sure enough, when he looked over his shoulder, 
he was aware of a donkey and his rider drawing 
smoothly and silently near. The pair of them 
were so nearly of the colour of the ground, he 
had to look long to be sure; and as he looked, 
Manuela suddenly leaned sideways and saw what 
he saw. It was just as if she had received a 
stroke of the sun. She stiffened; he felt the thrill 
go through her; and when she resumed her first 
position she was another person. 
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CHAPTER V. 
THE AMBIGUOUS THIRD. 

"God save your grace," said Est^ban; for it 
was he who, sitting well back upon- his donkey's 
rump, with exceedingly bright eyes and a cheer- 
ful grin, now forged level with Manvers and his 
burdened steed. 

Manvers gave him a curt "Good-day," and 
thought him an impudent fellow — which was not 
justified by anything Est6ban had done. He had 
been discretion itself; and, indeed, to his eyes 
there had been nothing of necessity remarkable 
in the pair on the horse. If a lady — Duchess or 
baggage — happened to be sharing the gentle- 
man's saddle, an arrangement must be presumed, 
which could not possibly concern himself That 
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is the reasonable standpoint of a people who 
mind their own business and credit their neigh- 
bours with the same preoccupation. 

But Manvers was an Englishman, and could 
not for the life of him consider Esteban as any- 
thing but a puppy for seeing him in a compro- 
mising situation. So much was he annoyed that 
he did not remark any longer that Manuela was 
another person, sitting stiffly, strained against his 
arm, every muscle on the stretch, as taut as a 
ship's cable in the tideway, her face in rigid pro- 
file to the newcomer. 

Esteban was in no way put out "Many good 
days light upon your grace!" he cheerfully re- 
peated — so cheerfully that Manvers was appeased. 

"Good-day, good-day to you," he said. "You 
ride light and I ride heavy, otherwise you had not 
overtaken us." 

Esteban showed his fine teeth, and waved his 
hand towards the hazy distance; from the tail of 
his eye he watched Manuela in profile. "Who 
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knows that, sir? Lo que ha de ser — as we say. 
Ah, who knows that?" Manuela strained her face 
forward. 

"Well," said Manvers, "I do, for example. I 
have proved my horse. He's a Galician, and a 
good goer. It would want a brave borico to out- 
pace him." 

Esteban slipped into the axiomatic, as all 
Spaniards will. "There's a providence of the 
road, sir, and a saint in charge of travellers. 
And we know, sir, a cada puerco viene su San 
Martin," Manuela stooped her body forward, 
and peered ahead, as one strains to see in the 
dark. 

"Your proverb is oddly chosen, it seems to 
me," said Manvers. 

Esteban gave a little chuckle from his throat. 

"A proverb is a stone flung into a pack of 
starlings. It may scare the most, but may hit 
one. By mine I referred to the ways of provi- 
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dence, under a figure. Destiny is always at 
work." 

"No doubt," said Manvers, slightly bored. 

"It might have been your destiny to have 
outpaced me: the odds were with you. On the 
other hand, as you have not, it must have been 
mine to have overtaken you." 

"You are a philosopher?" asked Manvers, 
fatigue deliberately in his voice. Est^ban's eyes 
shone intensely; he had marked the changed in- 
flection. 

"I studied the Humanities at Salamanca," he 
said carelessly. "That was when I was an in- 
nocent. Since then I have learned in a harder 
school. I am learning still — every day I learn 
something new. I am a gentleman bom, as your 
grace has perceived: why not a philosopher?" 

Manvers was rather ashamed of himself. "Of 
course, of course! Why not indeed? I am very 
glad to see you, while our ways coincide." 

Est^ban raised his battered straw. "I kiss 
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the feet of your grace, and hope your grace's 
lady" — Manuela quivered — "is not disturbed by 
my company; for to tell you the truth, sir, I pro- 
pose to enjoy your own as long as you and she 
are agreeable. I am used to companionship." 
He shot a keen glance at Manuela, who never 
moved. 

"She will speak for herself, no doubt," said 
Manvers; but she did not The gleam in 
Est^ban's light eyes gave point to his next 
speech. 

"I have a notion that the seiiora is not of 
your mind, sir," he said, "and am sorry. I can 
hardly remain as an unwelcome third in a 
journey. It would be a satisfaction to me if the 
sefiora would assure me that I am wrong." 
Manuela now turned her head with an effort and 
looked down upon the grinning youth. 

"Why should I care whether you stay or 
go?" she said. Her eyelids flickered over her 
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eyes as though he were dust in their light. He 
showed his teeth. 

"Why indeed, senora? God knows I have 
no reputation to bring you, though the company 
of a gentleman, the son of a gentleman, never 
comes amiss, they say. But two is company, and 
three is a fair. I have found it so, and so 
doubtless has your ladyship." 

She made him no answer, and had turned 
away her face long before he had finished. After 
that the conversation was mainly of his making; 
for Manuela would say nothing, and Manvers had 
nothing to say. The cork wood was plain in 
front of him now; he thanked God for the 
prospect of food and rest. In fifteen minutes, 
thought he, he should be swimming in the 
Pisuerga. 

The forest began tentatively, with heath, 
sparse trees and mounds of cistus and bramble. 
Manvers followed the road, which ran through a 
portion of it, until he saw the welcome thickets 
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on either hand, deep tunnels of dark and shadowy 
places where the sun could not stab; then he 
turned aside over the broken ground, and 
Est^ban's donkey picked a dainty way behind 
him. When he had reached what seemed to him 
perfection, he pulled up. 

"Now, young lady," he said; "I will give you 
food and drink, and then you shall go to sleep, 
and so will I. Afterwards we will consider what 
had best be done with you." 

"Yes, sir," she replied in a whisper. Manvers 
dismounted and held out his hand to her. There 
was no more coquetting with the saddle. She 
scarcely touched his hand, and did not once lift 
her eyes to him — but he was busy with his haver- 
sack and had no thoughts for her. 

Est^ban meantime sat the donkey, looking 
gravely at his company, blinking his eyes, smiling 
quietly, recurring now and then to the winding 
minor air which had been in his head all day. 
He was perfectly unhampered by any doubts of 
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his welcome, and watched with serious attention 
the preparations for a meal in the open which 
Manvers was making with the ease and despatch 
of one versed in camps. 

Ham and sausage, rolls of bread, a lettuce, 
oranges, cheese, dates, a bottle of wine, another 
of water, salt, olives, a knife and fork, a plate, a 
corkscrew; every article was in its own paper, 
some were marked in pencil what they were. All 
were spread out upon a horse-blanket; in good 
enough order for a field-inspection. Nothing was 
wanting, and Esteban was as keen as a wolf. 
Even Manvers rubbed his hands. He looked 
shrewdly at his neighbour. 

"Good al/orjas, eh?" 

"Excellent indeed, sir," said Esteban hoarsely. 
It was hard to see this food, and know that he 
could not eat of it. Manuela was sitting under a 
tree, her face in her hands. 

"H6w far away," said Manvers, "is the water, 
do you suppose?" 
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The water? Est^ban collected himself with 
a start The water? He jerked his head towards 
the display on the blanket. "It is under your 
hand, caballero. That bottle, I take it, holds 
water." 

Manvers laughed. "Yes, yes. I mean the 
river. I am going to swim in the river. Don't 
wait for me." He turned to the girl. "Take 
some food, my friend. Pll be back before long." 

Her swift transitions bewildered him. She 
showed him now a face of extreme terror. She 
was on her feet in a moment, rigid, and her eyes 
were so pale that her face looked empty of eyes, 
like a mask. What on earth was the matter with 
her? He understood her to be saying, "I must 

go where you go. I must never leave you " 

words like that; but they came from her 
mouthed rather than voiced, as the babbling of a 
mad woman. All that was clear was that she 
was beside herself with fright Looking to Esteban 
for an explanation, he surprised a triumphant 
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gleam in that youth's light eyes, and saw him 
grinning — as a dog grins, with the lip curled 
back. 

But Est^ban spoke. "I think the lady is 
right, sir. Affection is a beautiful thing." He 
added politely, "The loss will be mine." 

Manvers looked from one to the other of 
these curious persons, so clearly conscious of each 
other, yet so strict to avoid recognition. His eyes 
rested on Manuela. "What's the matter, my 
child?" She met his glance furtively, as if afraid 
that he was angry; plainly she was ashamed of 
her panic. Her eyes were now collected, her 
brow cleared, and the tension of her arms re- 
laxed. 

"Nothing is the matter," she said in a low 
voice. "I will stay here." She was shaking still; 
she held herself with both her hands, and shook 
the more. 

"I think that you are knocked over by the 
heat and all the rest of your troubles," said 
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Manvers, "and I don't wonder. Repose yourself 
here — eat — drink. Don't spare the victuals, I 
beg. And as for you, my brother, I invite you 
too to eat what you please. And I place this 
young lady in your charge. Don't forget that 
She's had a fright, and good reason for it; she's 
been hurt I leave her in your care with every 
confidence that you will protect her." 

Every word spoken was absorbed by Est^ban 
with immense relish. The words pleased him, 
to begin with, by their Spanish ring. Manvers 
had been pleased himself. It was the longest 
speech he had yet made in Castilian; but he 
had no notion, of course, how exquisitely ap- 
posite to the situation they were. 

Esteban became superb. He rose to the 
height of the argument, and to that of his inches, 
took off his old hat and held it out the length 
of his armf. "Let the lady fear nothing, sefior 
caballero of my soul. I engage the honour of a 
gentleman that she shall have every consideration 
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at my hands which her virtues merit No more" 
— he looked at the sullen beauty between him 
and the Englishman — "No more, for that would 
be idolatrous; and no less, for that would be 
injustice. Vaya, senor caballero, vaya V^ con 
Dios/' Man vers nodded and strolled away. 



CHAPTER VI. 
A SPANISH CHAPTER. 

His removal snapped a chain. These two 
persons became themselves. 

Manuela with eyes ablaze strode over to 
Esteban. "Well," she said. "You have found 
me. What is your pleasure?" 

He sat very still on his donkey, watching 
her. He rolled himself a cigarette, still watching, 
and as he lighted it, looked at her over the 
flame. 
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"Speak, Est^ban," she said, quivering; but 
he took two luxurious inhalations first, discharged 
in dense columns through his nose. Then he 
said, breathing smoke, "I have come to kill you, 
Manuelita — from Pobledo in a day and a half." 

She had folded her arms, and now nodded. 
"I know it. I have expected you." 

"Of course," said Esteban, inhaling enorm- 
ously. He shot the smoke upwards towards the 
light, where it floated and spread out in radiant 
bars of blue. Manuela was tapping her foot 

"Well, I am here," she said. "I might have 
left you, but I have not Why don't you do 
what you intend?" 

"There is plenty of time," said Estdban, and 
continued to smoke. He began to make another 
cigarette. 

"Do you know why I chose to stay with 
you?" she asked him softly. "Do you know, 
Esteban?" 

He raised his eyebrows. "Not at all." 

5* 
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"It was because I had a bargain to make 
with you." 

He looked at her inquiringly; but he shrugged. 
"It will be a hard bargain for you, my girl," he 
told her. 

"I believe you will agree to it," she said 
quickly, "seeing that of my own will I have re- 
mained here. I will let you kill me as you please 
— on a condition." 

"Name your condition," said Est^ban. "I will 
only say now that it is my wish to strangle you 
with my hands." 

She put both hers to her throat. "Good," 
she said. "That shall be your affair. But let 
the caballero go free. He has done you no 
harm." 

"On the contrary," said Est^ban, "I shall 
certamly kill him when he returns. Have no 
doubt of that. Then I shall have his horse." 

Immediately, without fear, she went up to 
him where he sat his donkey. She saw the knife 
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in his faja, but had no fear at all. She came 
quite close to him, with an ardent face, with 
eyes alight. She stretched out her arms like a 
man on a cross. 

"Kill, kill, Esteban! But listen first You 
shall spare that gentleman's life, for he has done 
you no wrong." 

He laughed her down. "Wrong! And you 
come to me to swear that on the Cross of Christ? 
Daughter of swine, you lie." 

Tears were in her eyes, which made her 
blink and shake her head — but she came closer 
yet in a passion of entreaty. She was so close 
that her bosom touched him. "Kill, Esteban, 
kill — but love me first!" Her arms were about 
him now, as if she must have love of him or die. 
"Esteban, Esteban!" she was whispering as if 
she hungered and thirsted for him. He shivered 
at a memory. "Love me once, love me once, 
Esteban!" Closer and closer she clung to him; 
her eyes implored a kiss. 



•JO THE SPANISH JADE. 

"Loose me, you jade," he said, less sharply, 
but she clove the closer to him, and one hand 
crept downwards from his shoulder, as if she 
would embrace him by the middle. "Too late, 
Manuelita, too late," he said again, but he was 
plainly softening. She drew his face towards hers 
as if to kiss him, then whipped the long knife out 
of his girdle and drove it with all her sobbing 
force into his neck. Est^ban uttered a thick 
groan, threw his head up and rocked twice. 
Then his head dropped, and he fell sideways of! 
his donkey. 

She stood staring at what she had done. 



THE SLEEPER AWAKENED. 7 I 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THE SLEEPER AWAKENED. 

Manvers returned whistling from his bath, at 
peace with all the world of Spain, in a large 
mood of benevolence and charitable judgment. 
His mind dwelt pleasantly on Manuela, but pity 
mixed with his thought; and he added some 
prudence on his own account. "That child — 
she's no more — I must do something for her. 
Not a bad 'un, I'll swear, not fundamentally bad. 
I don't doubt her as I doubt the male: he's too 
glib by half . . . She's distractingly pretty — what 
nectarine colour! The mouth of a child — that 
droop at the corners — and as soft as a child's too." 
He shook his head. "No more kissing or I shall 
be in a mess." 
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When he reached his tree and his luncheon, 
to find his companions gone, he was a little taken 
aback. His genial proposals were suddenly chilled. 
"Queer couple — I had a notion that they knew 
something of each other. So they've made a 
match of it." 

Then he saw a brass crucifix lying in the 
middle of his plate. "Hulloa!" He stooped to 
pick it up. It was still warm. He smiled and 
felt a glow come back. "Now that's charming of 
her. That's a pretty touch — from a pretty girl. 
She's no baggage, depend upon it." The string 
had plainly hung the thing round her neck, the 
warmth was that of her bosom. He held it 
tenderly while he turned it about. "I'll warrant 
now, that was all she had upon her. Not a 
maravedi beside. I know it's the last thing to 
leave 'em. I'm repaid, more than repaid. I'll 
wear you for a bit, my friend, if you won't scorch 
a heretic." Here he slipped the string over his 
head, and dropped the cross within his collar. 
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"Fll treat you to a chain in Valladolid," was his 
final thought before he consigned Manuela to his 
cabinet of memories. 

He poured and drank, hacked at his ham- 
bone and ate. "By the Lord," he went on com- 
menting, "they've not had bite or sup. Too busy 
with their match-making? Too delicate to feast 
without invitation? Which?" He pondered the 
puzzle. He had invited Manuela, he was sure: 
had he included her swain? If not, the thing 
was clear. She wouldn't eat without him, and 
he couldn't eat without his host. It was the best 
thing he knew of Est^ban. 

He finished his meal, filled and lit a pipe, 
smoked half of it drowsily, then lay and slept. 
Nothing disturbed his three hours' rest, not even 
the gathering cloud of flies, whose droning over a 
neighbouring thicket must have kept awake a 
lighter sleeper. But Manvers was so fast that he 
did not hear footsteps in the wood, nor the sound 
of picking in the peaty ground. 
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It was four o'clock and more when he awoke, 
sat up and looked at his watch. Yawning and 
stretching at ease, he then became aware of a 
friar, with a brown shaven head and fine black 
beard, who was digging near by. This man, 
whose eyes had been upon him, waiting for re- 
cognition, immediately stopped his toil, struck his 
spade into the ground, and came towards him, 
bowing as he came. 

"Good evening, seiior caballero," he said. "I 
am Fray Juan de la Cruz, at your service; from 
the convent of N. S. de la Peiia near by. I have 
to be my own grave-digger; but will you be so 
obliging as to commit the body while I read the 
office?" 

To this abrupt invitation Manvers could only 
reply by staring. Fray Juan apologised. 

"I imagined that you had perceived my busi- 
ness," he said, "which truly is none of yours. It 
will be an act of charity on your part — therefore 
its owp reward." 
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"May I ask you," said Manvers, now on his 
feet, "what, or whom, you are burying?" 

"Come," the friar replied. "I will show you 
the body." Manvers followed him into the 
thicket 

"Good God, what's this?" The staring light 
eyes of Esteban Vincaz had no reply for him. He 
had to turn away, sick at the sight 

Fray Juan de la Cruz told him what he knew. 
A young girl, riding an ass, had come to the 
church of the convent, where he happened to be, 
cleaning the sanctuary. The Reverend Prior was 
absent, the brothers were afield. She was in 
haste, she said, and the matter would not allow of 
delay. She reported that she had killed a man 
in the wood of La Huerca, to save the life of a 
gentleman who had been kind to her, who had, 
indeed, but recently imperilled his own for hers. 
"If you doubt me," she had said, "go to the 
forest, to such and such a part There you will 
find the gentleman asleep. He has a crucifix of 
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mine. The dead man lies not far away, with his 
own knife near him, with which I killed him. 
Now," she had said, "I trust you to report all I 
have said to that gentleman, for I must be off." 

"Good God!" said Manvers again. 

"God indeed is the only good," said Fray 
Juan, "and His ways past finding out But I 
have no reason to doubt this girl's story. She 
told me, moreover, the name of the man — or his 
names, as you may say." 

"Had he more than one then?" Manvers 
asked him, but without interest The dead was 
nothing to him, but the deed was much. This 
wild girl, who had been sleek and kissing but a 
few hours before, now stood robed in tragic weeds, 
fell purpose in her green eyes! And her child's 
mouth — stretched to murder! And her youth — 
hardy enough to stab! 

"The unfortunate young man," said Fray Juan, 
"was the son of a more unfortunate father; but 
the name that he used was not that of his house. 
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His father, it seems " but Manvers stopped 

him. 

"Excuse me — I don't care about his father or 
his names. Tell me anything more that the girl 
had to say." 

"I have told you everything, seiior caballero," 
said Fray Juan; "and I will only add that you 
are not to suppose that I am violating the con- 
fidences of God. Far from that. She made no 
confession in the true sense, though she promised 
me that she would not fail to do so at the earliest 
moment I had it urgently from herself that I 
should seek you out with her tale, and rehearse 
it to you. In justice to her, I am now to ask 
you if it is true, so far as you are concerned 
in it?" 

Manvers replied, "It's perfectly true. I found 
her in bad company at Palencia; a pack of ruf- 
fians was about her, and she might have been 
killed. I got her out of their hands, knocked 
about and wounded, and brought her so far on 
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the road to the first convent I could come at 
That poor devil there overtook us about a league 
from the wood. She had nothmg to say to him, 
nor he to her, but I remember noticing that she 
didn't seem happy after he had joined us. He 
had been her lover, I suppose?" 

"She gave me to understand that," said Fray 
Juan gravely. Manvers here started at a memory. 

"By the Lord," he cried, "I'll tell you some- 
thing. When we got to the wood I wanted to 
bathe in the river, and was going to leave those 
two together. Well, she was in a taking about 
that She wanted to come with me — there was 
something of a scene." He recalled her terror, 
and Est^ban's snarling lip. "I might have saved 
all this — but how was I to know? I blame my- 
self. But what puzzles me still is why the man 
should have wanted my life. Can you explain 
that?" 

Fray Juan was discreet "Robbery," he sug- 
gested, but Manvers laughed. 
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"I travel light," he said. "He must have 
seen that I was not his game. No, no," he 
shook his head. "It couldn't have been rob- 
bery." 

Fray Juan, I say, was discreet; and it was 
no business of his. But it was certainly in his 
mind to say that Esteban need not have been 
the robber, nor Manvers' portmanteau the booty. 
However, he was silent, until the Englishman 
muttered, "God in Heaven, what a country!" and 
then he took up his parable. 

"All countries are very much the same, as I 
take it, since God made them all together, and 
put man up to be the master of them, and took 
the woman out of his side to be his blessing and 
curse at once. The place whence she was 
taken, they say, can never fully be healed until 
she is restored to it; and when that is done, it 
is not a certain cure. Such being the plan of 
this world, it does not become us to quarrel with 
its manifestations here or there. Seiior cabal- 
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lero, if you are ready I will proceed. Assistano 
at the feet, a handfiil of earth at the prope 
moment are all I shall ask of you." He slippec 
a surplice over his head. The office wa 
said. 

"Fray Juan," said Manvers at the end, "wil 
you take this trifle from me? A mass, I sup 
pose, for that poor deviPs soul would not com* 
amiss." 

Fray Juan took that as a sign of grace, anc 
was glad that he had held his tongue. "Fa 
from it," he said, "it would be extremely proper 
It shall be offered, I promise you." 

"Now," said Manvers after a pause, "I wonde 
if you can tell me this. Which way did she g( 
off?" 

Fray Juan shook his head. "No lo se 
She came to me in the church, and spoke, an( 
passed like the angel of death. May she go wit) 
God!" 

"I hope so," said Manvers. Then he looker 
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intx) the placid face of the brown friar. "But I 
must find her somehow." Upon that addition 
he shut his mouth with a snap. The survey 
which he had to endure from Fray Juan's patient 
eyes was the best answer to it. 

"Oh, but I must, you know," he said. 

"Better not, my son," said Fray Juan. "It 
seems to me that you have seen enough. Your 
motives will be misunderstood." 

Manvers laughed. "They are rather ob- 
scure to me — but I can't let her pay for my 
fault" 

"You may make her pay double," said Fray 
Juan. 

"No," said Manvers decisively, "I won't. It's 
my turn to pay now." 

The Friar shrugged. "It is usually the woman 
who pays. But lo que ha de ser . . ,1" 

The everlasting phrase! "That proverb serves 
you well in Spain, Fray Juan," said Manvers, 
who was in a staring fit. 
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"It is all we have that matters. Other na- 
tions have to learn it; here we know if* 

Manvers mounted his horse and stooping 
from the saddle, offered his hand. "Adios, Fray 
Juan." 

"Vaya V^ con Dios!" said the friar, and 
watched him away. "Pobrecita!" he said to 
himself — "unhappy Manuela!" 
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CHAPTER Vin. 
REFLECTIONS OF AN ENGLISHMAN. 

But Manvers was well upon his way, riding 
with squared jaw, with rein and spur towards 
Valladolid. He neither whistled nor chanted to 
the air; he was vacuus viator no longer, travelled 
not for pleasure but to get over the leagues. 
For him this country of distances and great air 
was not Castile, but Broceliande; a land of en- 
chantments and pain. He was no longer fancy- 
free, but bound to a quest. 

Consider the issues of this day of his. From 

bathing in pastoral he had been suddenly soused 

into tragedy's seething-pot His idyll of the 

tanned gipsy, with her glancing eyes and warm lips, 

had been spattered out with a brushful of blood; 

6* 
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the scene was changed from sunny life to wan 
death. Here were the staring eyes of a dead 
man, and his mouth twisted awry in its last 
agony. He could not away with the shock, nor 
divest himself of a share in it If he, by mis- 
chance, had taken up with Manuela, he had taken 
up with Est^ban too. 

The vanished players in the drama loomed 
in his mind larger for that fateful last act The 
tragic sock and the mask enhanced them. What 
mystery lay behind Manuela's sidelong eyes? 
What sin or suffering? What knowledge, how 
gained, justified Est^ban's wizened saws? These 
two were wise before their time; when they ought 
to have been flirting on the brink of life, here 
they were, breasting the great flood, familiar with 
death, hating and stabbing! 

A pretty child with a knife in her hand; and 
a boy murdered — what a country! And where 
stood he, Manvers, the squire of Somerset, with 
his thirty years, his University education and his 
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seat on the bench? Exactly level with the 
curate, to be counted on for an archery meeting! 
Well enough for diversion; but when serious 
affairs were on hand, sent out of the way. Was 
it not so, that he, as the child of the party, was 
dismissed to bathe while his elders fought out 
their deadly quarrel? I put it in the interroga- 
tive; but he himself smarted under the answer 
to it, and although he never formulated the 
thought, and made no plans, and could make 
.none, I have no doubt but that his wounded 
self-esteem, seeking a salve, found it in the as- 
surance that he would protect Manuela from the 
consequences of her desperate act; that his pro- 
tection was his duty and her need. The English 
mind works that way; we cannot endure a breath 
upon our fair surface. We must direct the opera- 
tions of this world, or the devil's in it 

Manvers was not, of course, in love with 
Manuela. He was sentimentally engaged in her 
affairs, and very sure that they were, and must 
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be, his own. Yet I don't know whether the waking 
dream which he had upon the summit of that 
plateau of brown rock which bounds Valladolid 
upon the north was the cause or consequence of 
his implication. 

He had climbed this sharp ridge because a 
track wavered up it which cut off some miles of 
the road. It was not easy going by any means, 
but the view rewarded him. The land stretched 
away to the four quarters of the compass and 
disappeared into a copper-brown haze. He stood, 
well above the plain, which seemed infinite. Corn- 
land and waste, river-bed and moor, were laid 
out below him as in a geographer's model. He 
thought that he stood up there apart, contem- 
plating time and existence. He was indeed upon 
the convex of the world, projecting from it into 
illimitable space, consciously sharing its mighty 
surge. 

This did not belittle him. On the contrary, 
he felt something of the helmsman's pride, some- 



REFLECTIONS OF AN ENGLISHMAN. 87 

thing of the captain's on the bridge. He was 
driving the worid. He soared, perched up there, 
apart from men and their concerns. All Spain 
lay at his feet; he marked the way it must go. 
It was possible for him now to watch a man 
crawl, like a maggot, from his cradle, and urge a 
painful way to his grave. And, to his exalted 
eye, from cradle to grave was but a span's 
length. 

From such sublime investigation it was but a 
step to sublimity itself. His soul seemed separate 
from his body; he was dispassionate, superhuman, 
all-seeing and all-comprehending. Now he could 
see men as winged ants, crossing each other, 
nearing, drifting apart, interweaving, floating in a 
cloud, blown high, blown low by wafts of air; 
and here, presently, came one Manvers, and there, 
driven by a gust, went another, Manuela. 

At these two insects, as one follows idly one 
gull out of a flock, he could look with interest, 
and without emotion. He saw them drift, touch 
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and part, and each be blown its way, helpless 
mote in the dust of the great plain. From one 
to the other he turned his eyes. The Manvers 
gnat flew the straighter course, holding to an 
upper current; the Manuela wavered, but tended 
ever to a lower plane. The wind from the 
mountains of Asturias freshened and blew over 
him. In a singular moment of divination he saw 
the two insects of his vision caught in the draught 
and whirled together again. A spiral flight up- 
wards was begun; in ever-narrowing circles they 
climbed, bid fair to soar. They readied a steadier 
stream, they sped along together; but then, as a 
gust took them, they dipped below it and steadily 
declined, wavering, whirling about each other. 
Down and down they went, until they were lost 
to his eye in the dust of heat. He saw them no 
more. 

Manvers came to himself, and shook his senses 
back into his head. The sun was sinking over 
Portugal, the evening wind was chill. Had he 
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been dreaming? What sense of fate was upon 
him? "Come up, Rosinante, take me out of the 
cave of Montesinos." He guided his horse in and 
out of the boulder-strewn track to the edge of 
the plateau; and there before him, many leagues 
away, like a patch of whitewash splodged down 
upon a blue field, lay Valladolid, the city of 
burning and pride. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
A VISIT TO THE JEWELLER'S. 

If God in His majesty made the Spains and 
the nations which people them, perhaps it was 
His mercy that convoked the Spanish cities — as 
His servant PhiUp piled rock upon rock and 
called it Madrid — and made cess-pits for the 
cleansing of the country. 

Behold the Castilian, the Valencian, the Mur- 
cian on his glebe, you find an exact relation 
established; the one exhales the other. The man 
is what his country is, tragic, hag-ridden, yet 
impassive, patient under the sun. He stands for 
the natural verities. You cannot change him, 
move, nor hurt him. He can earn neither your 
praises nor reproach. As well might you blame 
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the Staring noon of summer or throw a kind word 
to the everlasting hills. The bleak pride of the 
Castillano, the flint and steel of Aragon, the 
languor which veils Andalusian fire — travelling the 
lands which gave them birth, you find them 
scored in large over mountain and plain and 
river-bed, and bitten deep into the hearts of the 
indwellers. They are as seasonable there as the 
flowers of waste places, and will charm you as 
much. So Spanish travel is one of the restful 
relaxations, because nothing jars upon you. You 
feel that you are assisting a destiny, not breaking 
it Not discovery is before you so much as reali- 
sation. 

But in the city Spanish blood festers, and all 
that seemed plausible in the open air is now 
monstrous, full of vice and despair. Whereas, 
outside, the man stood like a rock, and let Fate 
seam or bleach him bare; here, within walls, he 
rages, shows his teeth, blasphemes, or sinks into 
sloth. You will find him heaped against the 
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walls like ordure, hear him howl for blood in the 
bull-ring, appraise women, as if they were dain- 
ties, in the alamedas, loaf, scratch, pry where 
none should pry, go begging with his sores, trade 
his own soul for his mother's. His pride becomes 
insolence, his tragedy hideous revolt, his impas- 
sivity swinish, his rock of sufficiency a rock of 
offence. God in His mercy, or the Devil in his 
despite, made the cities of Spain. 

And yet the man, so superbly at his ease in 
his enormous* spaces, is his own conclusion when 
he goes to town; the permutation is logical. He 
is too strong a thing to break his nature; it will 
be aggravated but not deflected. Leave him to 
swarm in the plaza and seek his nobler brother. 
Go out by the gate, descend the winding suburb, 
which gives you the burnt plains and far blue 
hills, now on one hand, now on the other, as you 
circle down and down, with the walls mounting 
as you fall; touch once more the dusty earth, 
traverse the deep shade of the ilex-avenue; greet 
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the ox-teams, the fihng mules, as they creep up 
the hill to the town: you are bound for their 
true, great Spain. And though it may be ten 
days since you saw it, or fifty years, you will find 
nothing altered. The Spaniard is still the flower 
of his rocks. O dura tellus Iberia! 

From the window of his garret Don Luis 
Ramonez de Alavia could overlook the town wall, 
and by craning his neck out sideways could have 
seen, if he had a mind, the cornice-angle of the 
palace of his race. It was a barrack in these 
days, and had been so since ruin had settled 
down on the Ramonez with the rest of Valladolid. 
That had been in the sixteenth century, but no 
Ramonez had made any effort to repair it. Every 
one of them did as Don Luis was doing now, 
and accepted misery in true Spanish fashion. 
Not only did he never speak of it, he never 
thought of it either. It was; therefore it had 
to be. 
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He rose at dawn, every day of his life, and 
took his sop in coffee in his bedgown, sitting on 
the edge of his bed. He heard mass in the 
Church of Las Angustias, in the same chapel at 
the same hour. Once a month he conmiunicated, 
and then the sop was omitted. He was shaved 
in the barber's shop — Gomez the Sevillian kept 
it — at the corner of the plaza. Gomez, the little 
dapper, black-eyed man, was a friend of his, his 
newspaper and his doctor. He took a high line 
with Gomez, as you may when you owe a man 
twopence a week. 

That over, he took the sun in the plaza, up 
and down the centre line of flags in fine weather, 
up and down the arcade if it rained. He saw 
the diligence from Madrid come in, he saw the 
diligence for Madrid go out. He knew, and ac- 
cepted the salutes of every arriero who worked in 
and out of the city, and passed the time of day 
with Micael the lame water-seller, who never failed 
to salute him. 
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At noon he ate an onion and a piece of 
cheese, and then he dozed till three. As the clock 
of the University struck that hour he put on his 
capa — summer and winter he wore it, with me- 
lancholy and good reason; by ten minutes past 
he was entering the shop of Sebastian the gold- 
smith, in the Plaza San Benito, in the which he 
sat till dusk, motionless and absorbed in thought, 
talking little, seeming to observe little, and yet 
judging everything in the light of strong common- 
sense. 

Summer or winter, at dusk he arose, flecked 
a mote or two of dust from his capa, seated his 
beaver upon his grey head, grasped his malacca, 
and departed with a "Be with Gk)d, my friend." 
To this Sebastian the goldsmith invariably replied, 
"At the feet of your grace, Don Luis." 

He supped sparingly, and the last act of his 
day was his one act of luxury; his cup of choco- 
late or glass of agraz, according to season, at the 
Caf(6 de la Luna in the Plaza Mayor. This was 
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his title to table and chair, and the respect of all 
Valladolid from dusk until nine — on . the last 
stroke of which, saluting the company, who rose 
almost to a man, he retired to his garret and 
thin bed. 

Pepe, the head waiter at the Luna, who had 
been there for thirty years, Gomez the barber, 
who was sixty-three and looked forty, Sebastian 
the goldsmith, well over middle age, and the old 
priest of Las Angustias, who had confessed him 
every Friday and said mass at the same altar 
every morning since his ordination (God knows 
how long ago), would have testified to the fact 
that Don Luis had never once varied his daily 
habits within time of memory. 

They would have been wrong, of course, like 
all clean sweepers; for in addition to his inherit- 
ance of ruin, misfortunes had graved him deeply. 
Valladolid knew it well. His wife had left him, 
his son had gone to the devil. He bore the first 
blow like a stoic, not moving a muscle nor vary- 
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ing a habit: the second sent him on a journey. 
The barber, the water-seller, Pepe the waiter, Se- 
bastian the deft were troubled about him for a 
week or more. He came back, and hid his 
wound, speaking to no one of it; and no one 
dared to pity him. And although he resumed 
his routine and was outwardly the same man, we 
may trace to that last stroke of Fortune the wasted 
splendour of his eyes, the look of a dying stag, 
which, once seen, haunted the observer. He was 
extraordinarily handsome, except for his narrow 
shoulders and hollow eyes, flawlessly clean in 
person and dress; a tall, straight, hawk-nosed, 
sallow gentleman. The Archbishop of Toledo was 
his first cousin, a cadet of his house. He was 
entitled to wear his hat in the presence of the 
Queen, and he lived upon fivepence a day. 

Manvers, reaching Valladolid in the evening, 
reposed himself for a day or two, and recovered 
from his shock. He saw the sights, conversed 
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with affability with all and sundry, drank agraz 
in the Cafe de la Luna. He must have beamed 
without knowing it upon Don Luis, for his brisk 
appearance, twisted smile and abrupt manner were 
familiar to that watchful gentleman by the time 
that, sweeping aside the curtain like a buffet of 
wind, he entered the goldsmith's shop in the Plaza 
San Benito. He came in a little before twilight 
one afternoon, holding by a string in one hand 
some swinging object, taking off his hat with the 
other as soon as he was past the curtain of the 
door. 

"Can you," he said to Sebastian, in very fair 
Spanish, "take up a job for me a little out of the 
common?" As he spoke he swung the object 
into the air, caught it and enclosed it with his 
hand. Don Luis, in a dark comer of the shop, 
sat back in his accustomed chair, and watched 
him. He sat very still, a picture of mournful in- 
terest, shrouding his mouth in his hand. 

Sebastian, first master of his craft in a city 
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of goldsmiths, was far too much the gentleman 
to imply that any command of his customer need 
not be extraordinary. Bowing with gravity, and 
adjusting the glasses upon his fine nose, he re- 
plied that when he understood the nature of the 
business he should be better instructed for his 
answer. Thereupon Manvers opened his hand 
and passed over the counter a brass crucifix. 

It is difficult to disturb the self-possession of 
a gentleman of Spain; Sebastian did not betray 
by a twitch what his feelings or thoughts may 
have been. He gravely scrutinised the battered 
cross, back and front, was polite enough to ignore 
the greasy string, and handed it back without a 
single word. It may have been worth half a real; 
to watch his treatment of it it was cheap at a dollar. 

Manvers, however, flushed with annoyance, 
and spoke somewhat loftily. "Am I to under- 
stand that you will, or will not oblige me?" 

Sebastian temperately replied, "You are to 
understand, sefior caballero, that I am at your 

7* 
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disposition, but also that I do not yet know what 
you wish me to do." Manvers laughed, and the 
air was dearer. 

"A thousand pardons," he said, "a thousand 
pardons for my stupidity. I can tell you in two 
minutes what I want done with this thing." He 
held it in the Hat of his hand, and looked from 
it to the jeweller, as he succinctly explained his 
wishes. 

"I want you," he said, "to encase this cross 
completely, in thin gold plates." Conscious of 
Sebastian's portentous gravity, perhaps of Don 
Luis in his dark corner, he showed himself a 
little self-conscious also and added, "It's a curious 
desire of mine, I know, but there's a reason for 
it, which is neither here nor there. Make for me 
then," he went on, "of thin gold plates, a matrix 
to hold this cross. It must have a lid, also, 
which shall open upon hinges, here — " he indi- 
cated the precise points — "and close with a clasp, 
here. Let the string also be encased in gold. 
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I don't know how you will do it — that is a 
matter for your skill; but I wish the string to re- 
main where it is, intact, within a gold covering. 
This casing should be pliable, so that the cross 
could hang, if necessary, round the neck of a 
person — as it used to hang. Do I make myself 
understood?" 

The Castilians are not a curious people, but 
this commission did undoubtedly interest Sebastian 
the jeweller. Professionally speaking, it was a 
delicate piece of work; humanly, could have but 
one explanation. So, at least, he judged. 

What Don Luis may have thought of it, 
there's no telling. If you had watched him 
closely you would have seen the pupils of his 
eyes dilate, and then contract — ^just like those of 
a caged owl, when he becomes aware of a mouse 
circling round him. 

But while Don Luis could be absorbed in the 
human problem, it was not so with his friend. 
Points of detail engaged him in a series of sug- 
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gestions which threatened to be prolonged, and 
which maddened the Englishman. Was the out- 
line of the cross to be maintained in the casing? 
Undoubtedly it was, otherwise you might as well 
hang a card-case round your neck! The hinges, 
now — might they not better be here, and here, 
than there, and there? Man vers was indifferent 
as to the hinges. The fastening? Let the 
fastening be one which could be snapped-to, and 
open upon a spring. The chain — ah, there was 
some nicety required for that From his point of 
view, Sebastian said, with the light of enthusiasm 
irradiating his face, that that was the cream of 
the job. 

Manvers, wishing to get out of the shop, 
begged him to do the best he could, and turned 
to go. At the door he stopped short and came 
back. There was one thing more. Inside the 
lid of the case, in the centre of the cross, he 
wished to have engraved the capital letter M, 
and below that a date — 12 May, 1861. That 
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was really all, except that he was staying at the 
Parador de las Diligencias, and would call in a 
week's time. He left his card — Mr. Osmund 
Manvers, Filcote Hall, Taunton; Oxford and 
Cambridge Club — elegantly engraved. And then 
he departed, with a jerky salute to Don Luis, 
grave in his comer. 

That card, after many turns back and face, 
was handed to Don Luis for inspection, while 
Sebastian looked to him for light over the rim of 
his spectacles. 

"M for Manvers," he said presently, since Don 
Luis returned the card without comment. "That 
is probable, I imagine." 

"It is possible," said Don Luis with his grand 
air of indifference. "With an Englishman any- 
thing is possible." 

Sebastian did not pretend to be indifferent. 
He hummed an air, and played it out with his 
fingers on the counter as he thought. Then he 
flashed into life. "The twelfth of May! That is 
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just a week ago. I have it, Seiior Don Luis! 
Hear my explanation. This thing of nought was 
presented to the gentleman upon his birthday — 
the twelfth of May. The giver was poor, or he 
would have made a more considerable present; 
and he was very dear to the gentleman, or he 
would not have dared to present such a thing. 
Nor would the gentleman, I think, have treated it 
so handsomely. Handsomely!" He made a rapid 
calculation. "Ak, que! He is paying its weight 
in gold." Now — this was in his air of triumph — 
now what had Don Luis to say? 

That weary but unbowed antagonist of hunger 
and despair, after shrugging his shoulders, con- 
sidered the matter, while Sebastian waited. "Why 
do you suppose," he asked at length, "that the 
giver of this thing was a man?" 

"I do not suppose it," cried Sebastian. "I 
never did suppose it The cross has been worn" 
— he passed his finger over its smooth back — 
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"and recently worn. Men do not carry such 
things about them, unless they are " 

"What this gentleman is," said Don Luis. 
"A woman gave him this. A wench." 

Sebastian bowed, and with sparkling eyes re- 
adjusted his inferences. 

"That being admitted, we are brought a little 
further. M does not stand for Manvers — for what 
gentleman would give himself the trouble to en- 
grave his own name upon a cross? It is the initial 
of the giver's name— and observe. Seiior Don 
Luis, he is very familiar with her, since he knows 
her but by one." He looked through his shop win- 
dow to the light, as he began a catalogue. "Maria 
— Mariquita — Maritornes — Margarita — Mariana — 

Mercedes — Miguela " He stopped short, and 

his eyes encountered those of his friend, fast upon 
him, ominous and absorbing. He showed a cer- 
tain confusion. "Any one of these names, it might 
be, Seiior Don Luis." 
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"Or Manuela," said the other, still regarding 
him steadily. 

"Or Manuela — true," said Sebastian with a 
bow, and a perceptible deepening of colour. 

"In any case — " Don Luis rose, removed a 
speck of dust from his capa, and adjusted his 
beaver — "In any case, my friend, we may assume 
the 1 2th of May to be our gentleman's birthday. 
Adios, hermano." 

Sebastian was about to utter his usual cere- 
monial assurance, when a thought drove it out of 
his head. 

"Stay, stay a moment, Don Luis of my 
soul!" He snapped his fingers together in his 
excitement. 

"Ah, que!" muttered Don Luis, who had his 
hand upon the latch. v 

"A birthday — what is it? A thing of every 
year. Is he likely to receive a brass crucifix 
worth two maravedis every year, and every year 
to sheathe it in gold? Never! This marks a 
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solemnity — a great solemnity. Listen, I will tell 
you. It marks the end of a liaison. She has 
left him — but tenderly; or he has left her — but 
regretfully. It becomes a touching affair. Do 
you not agree with me?" 

Don Luis raised his eyebrows. "I have no 
means of agreemg with you, Sebastian. It may 
mark the end of a story — or the beginning. Who 
knows?" He threw out his arms and let them 
drop. "Seiior God, who cares?" 
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CHAPTER X. 

FURTHER EPISODES IN THE LIFE OF DON LUIS 
RAMONEZ. 

GoLDSMiTHiNG is the art of Valladolid, and 
Sebastian was its master. That was the opinion 
of the mystery, and his own opinion. He never 
concealed it; but he had now to confess that 
Manvers had given him a task worthy of his 
powers. To cut out and rivet the links of the 
chain, which was to sheathe a piece of string and 
leave it all its pliancy — "I tell you, Don Luis of 
my soul," he said, peering up from his board, 
"there is no man in our mystery who could cope 
with it — and very few frail ladies who could be 
worthy of it" Don Luis added that there could 
be few young men who could be capable of com- 
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manding it; but Sebastian had now conceived an 
admiration for his client 

"Fantasia, vaya! The English have the hearts 
of poets in the bodies of beeves. Did your grace 
ever hear of Dofia Juanita — who in the French 
war ran half over Andalusia in pursuit of an 
Englishman? I heard my father tell the tale. 
Not his person claimed her, but his heart of a 
poet. Well, he married her, and from camp 
to camp she trailed after him, while he helped 
our nation beat Bonaparte. But one day they 
received the hospitality of a certain hidalgo, and 
had removed many leagues from him by the next 
night, when they camped beside a river. Dinner 
was eaten in the tents, and dessert served up in 
a fine bowl. *Sola!' says the Englishman, *that 
bowl — it is not ours, my heart?' *No,' says 
Juanita, *it is the hidalgo's, and was packed with 
our furniture in the hurry of departing.' *Por 
dios!' says the Englishman, *it must be returned 
to him.' But how? He could not go himself, for 
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at that moment there entered an alguazil with 
news of the enemy. What then? 'Juanita will 
go/ says the Englishman, and went out, buckling 
his sword. Seiior Don Luis, she went, on horse- 
back, all those leagues, beset with foes, in the 
night, and rendered back the bowl. I tell you, 
the hearts of poets!" 

Don Luis, who had been nodding his high 
approval, now stared. ''Ah, que! But the poet 
was Doila Juanita, it seems to me," he said. 

"Pardon me, dear sir, not at all. Our 
Spanish ladies are not fond of travel. It was the 
Englishman who inspired her. He was a poet 
with a vision. In his vision he saw her going. 
Safely then, he could say, she will go, because 
he, to whom tune was nothing, saw her in the 
act He did not give directions — he went out to 
engage the enemy. Then she went — vaya!" 

"You may be sure," Sebastian went on, "that 
my client is a poet and a fine fellow. You may 
be sure that the gift of this trifle has touched his 
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heart. It was not given lightly. The measure 
of his care is the measure of its worth in his eyes." 

Don Luis allowed the possibility, by raising 
his eyebrows and tilting his head sideways; a 
shrug with an accent, as it were. Then he 
allowed Sebastian to clinch his argument by say- 
ing that the Englishman seemed to be getting the 
better of his emotion; for here was a week, said 
he, and he had not once been into the shop to 
inquire for his relic. Sebastian was down upon 
the admission. "What did I tell you, my friend? 
Is not that the precise action of our Englishman 
who said, *Juanita will ride,' and went out and 
left her at the table? Precisely the same! And 
Juanita rode — and I, by God, have wrought at 
the work he gave me to do, and finished it. Vaya, 
Don Luis, it is not amiss." 

It had to be confessed that it was not; and 
Manvers calling one morning later was as warm 
in his praises as his Spanish and his temperament 
would admit. He paid the bill without demur. 
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Sebastian, though he was curious, was dis- 
creet. Don Luis, however, thought proper to 
remark upon the crucifix, when he chanced to 
meet its owner in the Church of Las Angus- 
tias. 

That church contains a famous statue of 
Juan de Juni's, a Mater dolorosa most tragic and 
memorable. Manvers, in his week's prowling of 
the city, had come upon it by accident, and 
visited it more than once. She sits, Our Lady of 
Sorrows, upon a rock, in her widow's weeds, ex- 
hibiting a grief so intense that she may well have 
been made larger than life, in order to support a 
misery which would crush a mortal woman. It is 
so fine, this emblem of divine suffering, that it 
obscures its tawdry surroundings, its pinchbeck 
tabernacle, gilding and red paint. When she is 
carried in a paso, as whiles she is, no spangled 
robe is put over her, no priest's vestment, no 
crown or veil. Seven swords are driven into her 
bosom; she is unconscious of them. Her wounds 
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are within; but they call her in Valladolid Sefiora 
de Ids Chuchillos. 

It was in the presence of this august mourner 
that Manvers was found by Don Luis Ramonez 
after mass. He had been present at the cere- 
mony, but not assisting, and had his crucifix open 
in the palm of his hand when the other rose 
from his knees and saw him. 

After a moment's hesitation the old gentle- 
man stayed till the worshippers had departed, 
and then drew near to Manvers, and bowed cere- 
moniously. 

"You will forgive me for remarking upon 
what you have in your hand, seiior caballero," he 
said, "when I tell you that I was present, not 
only at the commissioning of the work, but at its 
daily progress to the perfection it now bears. 
My friend, Don Sebastian, had every reason to 
be contented with his masterpiece. I am glad to 
learn from him that you were no less satisfied." 

Manvers, who had immediately shut down his 

The Spanish Jade. 8 



I 1 4 THE SPANISH JADE. 

hand, now opened it "Yes," he said, "it's a 
beautiful piece of work. I am more than pleased." 

"It is a setting," said Don Luis, "which, in 
this country, we should give to a relic of the 
True Cross." 

Manvers looked quickly up. "I know, I 
know. It must seem to you a piece of extra- 
vagance on my part ; but there were reasons, 

good reasons. I could hardly have done less." 

Don Luis bowed gravely, but said nothing. 
Manvers felt impelled to further discussion. Had 
he been a Spaniard he would have left the matter 
where it was; but he was not, so he went awk- 
wardly on. 

"It's a queer story. For some reason or 
another I don't care to speak of it The person 
who gave me this trinket did me — or intended 
me — an immense service, at a great cost" 

"She too," said Don Luis, looking at the 
Dolorosa, "may have had her reasons." 

"It was a woman," said Manvers, with 
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quickening colour, "I see no harm in saying so. 
I was going to tell you that she believed herself 
indebted to me for some trifling attention I had 
been able to show her previously. That is how 
I explain her giving me the crucifix. It was her 
way of thanking me — a pretty way. I was 
touched." 

Don Luis waved his hand. "It is very 
evident, seiior caballero. Your way of recording 
it is exemplary: her way, perhaps, was no less so." 

"You will think me of a sentimental race," 
Manvers laughed, "and I won't deny it — but it's 
a fact that I was touched." 

Don Luis, who, throughout the conversation, 
had been turning the crucifix about, now 
examined the inscription. He held it up to the 
light that he might see it better. Manvers ob- 
served him, but did not take the hint which was 
thus, rather bluntly, conveyed him. The case 
once more in his breast-pocket, he saluted Don 

Luis and went his way. 
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Shortly afterwards he left Valladolid on horse- 
back. 

Perhaps a week went by, perhaps ten days; 
and then Don Luis had a visitor one night in the 
Caf6 de la Luna, a mean:looking, pale and 
harassed visitor with a close-cropped head, whose 
eyebrows flickered like summer fires in the sky, 
who would not sit down, who kept his felt hat 
rolled in his hands, whose deference was extreme, 
and accepted as a matter of course. He was 
known in Valladolid, it seemed. Pepe knew him, 
called him Tormillo. 

"A sus pi^s," was the burthen of his news so 
far, "a los pi^s de V^, Seiior Don Luis." 

Don Luis took no sort of notice of him, but 
continued to smoke his cigarette. He allowed the 
man to stand shuffling about for some three 
minutes before he asked him what he wanted. 

That was exactly what Tormillo found it so 
difficult to explain. His eyebrows ran up to hide 
in his hair, his hands crushed his hat into his 
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chest. "Quien sabe?" he gasped to the com- 
pany, and Don Luis drained his glass. 

Then he looked at the man. "Well, 
Tormillo?" 

Tormillo shifted his feet "Ha!" he gasped, 
"who knows what the senores may be pleased to 
say? How am I to know? They ask for an 
interview, a short interview in the light of the 
moon. Two caballeros in the Campo Grande — 
ready to oblige your Excellency." 

"And who, pray, are these caballeros? And 
why do they stand in the Campo?" Don Luis 
asked in his grandest manner. Tormillo wheedled 
in his explanations. 

"That which they have to report, Sefior Don 
Luis," he began, craning forward, whispering, 
grinning his extreme goodwill — "Oho! it is not 
matter for the Cafe. It is matter for the moon, 
and the shade of trees. And these cabal- 
leros " 

Don Luis paid the hovering Pepe his shot, 
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rose and threw his cloak over his shoulder. 
"Follow me," he said, and, saluting the company, 
walked into the plaza. He crossed it, and entered 
a narrow street, where the overhanging houses 
make a perpetual shade. There he stopped. 
"Who are these gentlemen?" he said abruptly. 
Tormillo seemed to be swimming. 

"Worthy men, Sefior Don Luis, worthy of 
confidence. To me they said little; it is for your 
grace's ear. They have titles. They are written 
across their foreheads. It is not for me to speak. 
Who am I, Tormillo, but the slave of your 
nobility?" 

The more he prevaricated, the less Don Luis 
pursued him. Stiffening his neck, shrouded in his 
cloak, he now stalked stately from street to street 
until he came to the Puerta del Carmen, through 
the battlements of which the moon could be seen 
looking coldly upon Valladolid. He was known 
to the gatekeeper, who bowed, and opened for 
him the wicket 
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The great space of the Campo Grande lay 
like a silver pool, traversed only by the thin 
shadows of the trees. At the farther end of the 
avenue, which leads directly from the gate, two 
men were standing close together. Beyond them 
a little were two horses, one snuffing at the bare 
earth, the other with his head thrown up, and 
ears pricked forward. Don Luis turned sharply 
on his follower. 

"Guardia Civil?" 

"Si, sefior, si," whispered Tormillo, and his 
teeth clattered like castanets. Don Luis went on 
without faltering, and did not stay until he was 
within easy talking distance of the two men. 
Then it was that he threw up his head, with a 
fine gesture of race, and acknowledged the salut- 
ing pair. Tormillo, at this point, turned aside 
and stood miserably under a tree, wringing his 
hands. 

"Good evening to you, friends. I am Don 
Luis Ramonez, at your service." 
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The pair looked at each other: presently one 
of them spoke. 

"At the feet of Sefior Don Luis." 

"Your business is pressing, and secret?" 

"Si, Seiior Don Luis, pressing, and secret, and 
serious. We have to ask your grace to be pre- 
pared." 

"I thank you. My preparations are made al- 
ready. Present your report" 

He took a cigarette from his pocket, and lit 
it with a steady hand. The flame of the match 
showed his brows and deep-set eyes. If ever a 
man had acquaintance with grief printed upon 
him, it was he. But throughout the interview the 
glowing weed could be seen, a waxing and wan- 
ing rim of fire, lighting up his grey moustache 
and then hovering in mid-air, motionless. 

The officer appointed to speak presented his 
report in these terms. 

"We were upon our round about the wood of 
La Huerca six days ago, and had occasion to visit 
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the Convent of La Peila. Upon information re- 
ceived from the Prior we questioned a certain 
religious, who admitted that he had recently buried 
a man in the wood. After some hesitation, which 
we had the means of overcoming, he conducted us 
to the grave. We disinterred the deceased, who 
had been murdered. Seiior Don Luis " 

"Proceed," said Don Luis coldly. "I am 
listening." 

"Sir," said the officer. "It was the body of 
a young man who had come from Pobledo. He 
called himself Est6ban Vincaz." Tormillo, under 
his tree across the avenue, howled and rent him- 
self. Don Luis heard him. 

"Precisely," he said to the officer. "Have the 
goodness to wait while I silence that dog over 
there." He went rapidly over the roadway to 
Tormillo, grasped him by , the shoulder and 
spoke to him in a vehement whisper. That was the 
single action by which he betrayed himself. He 
returned to his interview. 



122 THE SPANISH JADE. 

"I am now at leisure again. Let us resume 
our conversation. You questioned the religious, 
you say? When did the assassination take place?" 

"Don Luis, it was upon the twelfth of May." 

"Ah," said Don Luis, "the twelfth of May? 
And did he know who committed it?" 

" Seiior Don Luis, it was a woman." 

The wasted eyes were upon the speaker, and 
made him nervous. He turned away his head. 
But Don Luis continued his cross-examination. 

"She was a fau: woman, I believe? A^ 
Valencian?" 

"Seiior, si," said the man. "Fair and false, a 
Valencian." 

Of Valencia they say, "Z^ came es herba, la 
herba agua, el hombre muger, la tnuger nada." 

"Her name," said Don Luis, "began with M." 

"Seiior, si. It was Manuela, the dancing girl 
— called La Valenciana, La Fierita, and a dozen 
other things. But, pardon me the liberty, your 
worship had been informed?" 
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"I knew something," said Don Luis, "and 
suspected something. I am much obliged to you, 
my friends. Justice will be done. Good night to 
you." He turned, touching the brim of his hat; 
but the man went after him. 

"A thousand pardons, sefior Don Luis, but 
we have our duty to the State." 

"Eh!" said Don Luis sharply. "Well, then, 
you had best set to work upon it" 

"If your worship has any knowledge of the 
whereabouts of this woman " 

"I have none," said Don Luis. "If I had I 
would impart it, and when I have it shall be yours. 
Go now with God." 

He crossed the pathway of light, laid his hand 
on the shoulder of the weeping Tormillo. " Come, 
I need you," he said. Tormillo crept after him 
to his lodging, and the Guardias Civiles made 
themselves cigarettes. 

The following day a miracle was reported in 
Valladolid. Don Luis Ramonez was not in his 
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place in the Cafe de la Luna. Sebastian the 
goldsmith, Gomez the pert barber, Pepe the waiter, 
Micael the water-seller of the Plaza Mayor knew 
nothing of his whereabouts. The old priest of 
Las Augustias might have told if his lips had 
not been sealed. But in the course of the 
next morning it was noised about that his Wor- 
ship had left the city for Madrid, accompanied, 
by a servant 



CHAPTER XL 
GIL PEREZ DE SEGOVIA. 

Before he left Valladolid Manvers had sold 
his horse for what he could get, and had taken 
the diligencia as far as Segovia. Not a restful 
conveyance, the diligencia of Spain: therefore, 
in that wonderful city of towers, silence, and 
guarded windows, he stayed a full week, in 
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order, as he put it, that his bones might have 
time to set 

There it was that he becarae the property 
of Gil Perez, who met him one day on the door- 
step of his hotel, saluted him with a flourish and 
said in dashing English, "Good morning, Mister. 
I am the man for you. I espeak English very 
good, Dutch, what you like. I show you my 
city; you pleased — eh?" He had a merry brown 
face, half of a quiz and half of a rogue, was 
well-dressed in black, wore his hat, which was 
now in his hand, rather over one ear. Manvers 
met his saucy eyes for a minute, saw anxiety 
behind their impudence, could not be angry, burst 
into a laugh, and was heartily joined by Gil 
Perez. 

"That very good," said Gil. "You laugh, I 
very glad. That tell me is all right." He im- 
mediately became serious. "I serve you well, sir, 
there's no mistake. I am Gil Perez, too well 
known to the landlord of this hotel. You see?" 
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He showed his teeth, which were excellent, and 
he had also, Manvers reflected, shown his hand, 
for what it was worth — which argued a certain 
security. 

"Gil Perez," he said, on an impulse, "I shall 
take you at your word. Do you wait where 
you are." He turned back into the inn and 
sought his landlord, who was smoking a cigar 
in the kitchen while the maids bustled about 
From him he learned what there was to be 
known of Gil Perez; that he was a native of 
Cadiz who had been valet to an English officer 
at Gibraltar, followed him out to the Crimea, 
nursed him through dysentery (of which he had 
died), and had then begged his way home again 
to Spain. He had been in Segovia a year or 
two, acting as guide or interpreter when he could, 
living on nothing a day mostly and doing pretty 
well on it 

"He has been in prison, I shall not conceal 
from your honour," said the landlord. "He 
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Stabbed a man under the ribs because he had in- 
sulted the EngUsh. Gil Perez loves your nation. 
He considers you to be the natural protectors of 
the poor. He will serve you well, you may be 
sure." 

"That's what he told me himself," said 
Manvers. 

The landlord rested his eyes — large, brown 
and solemn as those of an ox — upon his guest. 
**He told you the truth, seiior. He will serve you 
better than he would serve me. You will be his 
god." 

"I hope not," said Manvers, and went out to 
the door again. Gil Perez, who had been smok- 
ing out in the sun, threw his papelito away, stood 
at attention and saluted smartly. 

"What was the name of your English master?" 
Manvers asked him. Gil replied at once. 

"'E call Capitan Rodney. Royalorse Artillery. 
'E say 'Gunner.' 'E was a gentleman, sir." 

"Pm sure he was," said Manvers. 
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"My master espeak very good Espanish. 'E 
say *damn your eyes' all the time; and call me 
'Little devil' just the same. Ah," said Gil Perez, 
shaking his head. "*E very good gentleman to 
me, sir — good master. I loved 'im. 'E dead." 
For a minute he gazed wistfully at the sky; then, 
as if to clinch the sad matter, he turned to 
Manvers. "I bury 'im all right," he said briskly, 
and nodded inward the fact. 

Manvers considered for a moment "I'll give 
you," he said, and looked at Gil keenly as he 
said it, "I'll give you one peseta a day." He 
saw his eyes fade and grow blank, though the 
genial smile hovered still on his lips. Then the 
light broke out upon him again. 

"All right, sir," he said. "I take, and thank 
you very mnch." 

Manvers said immediately, "I'll give you two," 
and Gil Perez accepted the correction silently, 
with a bow. By the end of the day they were 
on the footing of friends, but not without one 
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short crossing of swords. After dinner, when 
Manvers strolled to the door of the inn, he found 
his guide waiting for him. Gil was in a con- 
fidential humour, it seemed. 

"You care see something, sir?" 

"What sort of a thing, for instance?" he was 
asked. 

Gil Perez shrugged. "What you like, sir." 
He peered into his patron's face, and there was 
infinite suggestion in his next question. "You see 
fine women?" 

Manvers had expected something of the sort 
and had a steely stare ready for him. "No, 
thanks," he said drily, and Gil saluted and with- 
drew. He was at the door next morning, affable 
yet respectful, confident in his powers of pleas- 
ing, of interesting, of arranging everything; but he 
never presumed again. He knew his affair. 

Three days* sightseeing taught master and 
man their bearings. Manvers got into the way of 
forgetting that Gil Perez was there, except when 

TJfc^ Spanish Jade, 9 
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it was convenient to remember liim; Gil, on hi 
part, learned to distinguish between his patron' 
soliloquies and his conversation. He never mad' 
a mistake after the third day. If Manvers, ii 
the course of a ramble, stopped abruptly, burie< 
a hand in his beard and said aloud that h 
would be shot if he knew which way to turr 
Gil Perez watched him closely, but made no re 
mark. 

Even, "Look here, you know, this won't do/ 
failed to move him beyond a state of tension 
like that of a cat in the act to pounce. He hac 
found out that Manvers talked to himself, an( 
was put about by interruptions; and if you realist 
how sure and certain he was that he knew mucl 
better than his master what was the very thing 
or the last thing, he ought to do, you will see 
that he must have put considerable restraint upor 
himself. 

But " loyalty was his supreme virtue. Froa 
the moment Manvers had taken him on at twc 
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pesetas a day he became the perfect servant of 
a perfect master. He could have no doubt, 
naturally, of his ability to serve — his belief in 
himself never wavered; but he had none either 
in his gentleman's right to command. I believe 
if Manvers had desired him to cut off his right 
hand he would have complied with a smile. 
"Very good, master. You wanta my 'and? I 
do." 

If he had a failing it was this: nothing on 
earth would induce him to talk his own language 
to his master. He was unmoved by encourage- 
ment, unconvinced by the fluency of Manvers' 
Castilian periods; he would have risked his place 
upon this one point of honour. 

"Espanish no good, sir, for you an' me," he 
said once with an irresistible smile. "Too damsilly 
for you. Capitan Rodney, 'e teach me Englisha 
speech. Now I know it too much. No, sir. You 
know what they say — ih&ai filosofislas?" he asked 
him on another encounter. "They say, Gk)d 

9* 
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Almighty 'e maka this world in Latin — ver* fine 
for thata big job. Whata come next? Adamo 
'e love his lady in Espanish — esplendid for maka 
women love. That old Snaka 'e speak to 'er in 
French — that persuade 'er too much. Then Eva 
she esplain in Italian — ver' soft espeech. Adamo 
'e say, That all righta. Then God Almighty ver' 
savage. 'E turn roun' on them two. *E say, 
That be blowed, 'e say in English. They under- 
stand 'im too much. Believe me — is the best for 
you an' me, sir. All people understan' that 
espeech." 

Taken as a guide, he installed himself as body 
servant, silently, tactfully, but infallibly. Manvers 
caught him one morning putting boots by his 
door. "Hulloa, Gil Perez," he called out, "what 
are you doing with my boots?" 

Gil's confidential manner was a thing to drink. 
"That mozo, master — 'e fool. 'E no maka shine. 
I show him how Capitan Rodney lika 'is boots. 
See 'is a face in 'em." He smirked at his own 
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as he spoke, and was so pleased that Manvers 
said no more. 

The same night he stood behind his master's 
chair. Manvers contented himself by staring at 
him. Gil Perez smiled with his bright eyes and 
became exceedingly busy. Manvers continued to 
stare, and presently Gil Perez was observed to 
be sweating. The poor fellow was self-conscious 
for once in his life. Obliged to justify himself, 
he leaned to his master's ear. 

"That mozo, sir, too much of a dam fool. Im- 
poss' you estand 'im. I tell 'im. This- gentleman 
no like garlic down his neck. I say. You breathe 
too 'ard, my fellow — too much garlic. This gentle- 
man say. Crikey, what a stink! That no good." 

There was no comparison between the new 
service and the old; and so it was throughout. 
Gil Perez drove out the chambermaid and made 
Manvers' bed; he brushed his clothes as well as 
his boots, changed his linen for him, saw to the 
wash — in fine, he made himself indispensable. 
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But when Manvers announced his coming de- 
parture, there was a short tussle, preceded by a 
pause for breath. 

Gil Perez inquired of the sky, searched up 
the street, searched down. A group of brown 
urchins hovered, as always, about the stranger, 
ready to risk any deadly sin for the chance of a 
maravedi or the stump of a cigar. 

Gil snatched at one by the bare shoulder and 
spoke him burning words. " Canalla," he cried 
him, "horrible flea! Thou makest the air to reek 
— impossible to breathe. Fly, thou gnat of the 
midden, or I crack thee on my thumb." 

The boys retired swearing, and Gil, with 
desperate calling-up of reserves, faced his ordeal. 
"Ver' good, master, we go when you like. We 
see Escorial — fine place — see La Granja, come 
by Madrid thata way. I get 'orses 'ow you 
please." Then he had an inspiration, and beamed 
all over his face. "Or mules! We 'ave mules. 
Mules cheap, 'orses dear too much in Segovia." 
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Manvers could see very well what he was 
driving at "I think Pll take the diligencia, Gil 
Perez." 

Gil shnfgged. " 'Ow you like, master. Fine 
air, thata way. Ver' cheap way to go. You take 
my advice, you go coupe\ I go redonda more 
cheap. Give me your passport, master — I take 
our place." 

"Yes, I know," said Manvers. "But Tm not 
sure that I need take you on with me. I travel 
without a servant mostly." 

Gil grappled with his task. He dropped his 
air of assumption; his eyes glittered. 

"I save you money, master. You find me 
good servant — make a difference, yes?" 

"Oh, a great deal of difference," Manvers 
admitted. "I like you; you suit me excellently 

well, but " He considered what he had to 

do in Madrid, and frowned over it. Manuela was 
there, and he wished to see Manuela. He had 
not calculated upon having a servant when he 
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had promised himself another interview with her, 
and was not at all sure that he wanted one. On 
the other hand, Gil might be useful in a number 
of ways — and his discretion and tact were proved. 
While he hesitated, Gil Perez saw his opportunity 
and darted in. 

"I know Madrid too much," he said. "All 
the ways, all the peoples I know. Imposs' you 
live 'appy in Madrid withouta me." He smiled 
all over his face — and when he did that he was 
irresistible. "You try," he concluded, just like a 
child. 

Man vers, on an impulse, drew from his pocket 
the gold-set crucifix. "Look at that, Gil Perez," 
he said, and put it in his hands. 

Gil looked gravely at it, back and front He 

nodded his approval. "Pretty thing " and he 

decided off-hand. "In Valladolid they make." 

"Open it," said Man vers; but it was opened 
before he had spoken. Gil's eyes widened, while 
the pupils of them contracted intensely. He read 
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the inscription, pondered it; to the crucifix itself 
he gave but a momentary glance. Then he shut 
the case and handed it back to his master. 

"I find 'er for you," he said soberly; and that 
settled it 



CHAPTER Xn. 
A GLIMPSE OF MANUELA. 

Gil Perez had listened gravely to the tale 
which his master told him. He nodded once or 
twice, and asked a few questions in the course of 
the narrative — questions of which Manvers could 
not immediately see the bearing. One was con- 
cerned with her appearance. Did she wear rings 
in her ears? He had to confess that he had not 
observed. Another was interjected when he de- 
scribed how she had grown stiff under his arm 
when Esteban drew alongside. 

Gil had nodded rapidly, and became impatient 
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as Manvers insisted on the fact. "Of course, of 
course!" he had said, and then he asked, Did 
she stiffen her arm and point the first and last 
fingers of it, keeping the middle pair clenched? 

Manvers understood him, and replied that he 
had not noticed any such thing, but that he did 
not believe she feared the Evil Eye. He went on 
with his story uninterrupted until the climax. He 
had found the crucifix, he said, on his return 
from bathing, and had been pleased with her for 
leaving it. Then he related the discovery of the 
body and his talk with Fray Juan de la Cruz. 
Here came in GiPs third question. "Did she 
return your handkerchief?" he asked — and 
sharply. 

Manvers started. "By George, she never did!" 
he exclaimed. "And I don't wonder at it," he 
said on reflection. "If she had to knife that 
fellow, and confess to Fray Juan, and escape for 
her life, she had enough to do. Of course, she 
may have left it in the wood." 
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Gil Perez pressed his lips together. "She got 
it still," he said. "We find 'er — I know where to 
look for it." 

If he did he kept his knowledge to himself, 
though he spoke freely enough of Manuela on the 
way to Madrid. 

"This Manuela," he explained, "isa Valenciana 
— where you find fair women with black men. 
Valencianos like Moors — love too much white 
women. I think Manuela is not Gitanilla; she is 
what you call a Alfanalf. Then she is like the 
Gitanas, as proud as a fire, but all the same a 
Christian-^make free with herself. A Gitana 
never dare love Christian man — imposs' she do 
that Sometimes all the same she do it. I think 
Manuela made like that" 

Committed to the statement, he presently saw 
a cheerful solution of it "Soon seel" he added, 
and considered other problems. "That dead man 
follow Manuela to kill 'er," he decided. "When 
'e find 'er with you, master, 'e say, 'Now I know 
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why you run, hija de perra. Now I kill two and 
get a 'orse.' You see?" 

"Yes," said Man vers, "I see that. And you 
think that he told her what he meant to do?" 

"Of course 'e tell," said Gil Perez with scorn. 
"Make it too bad for 'er. Make 'er feel sick." 

"Brute!" cried Manvers; but Gil went blandly 
on. 

"*E 'ate 'er so much that 'e feel *ungry and 
thirsty. 'E eat before 'e kill. Must do it — too 
'ungry. Then she go near 'im, twisting 'erself 
about — showing 'erself to please him. *You kiss 
me, my 'eart,' she say; 'I love you all the same. 
Kiss me — then you kill.' 'E look at *er — she 
very fine girl — give pleasure to see. 'E think, *I 
love 'er first — strangle after* — and go on looking. 
She 'old 'im fast and drag down 'is 'ead — all the 
time she know where 'e keep navaja. She cling 
and kiss — then nip out navaja, and click/ 'E 
dead man." Enthusiasm burned in his black 
eyes, he stood cheering in his sturups. "Seflor 
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Don Dios! that very fine! I give twenty dollars 
to see 'er make 'im love." 

Manvers for his part, grew the colder as his 
man waxed warm. He was clear, however, that 
he must find the girl and protect her from any 
trouble that might ensue. She had put herself 
within the law to save him from the knife; she 
must certainly be defended from the perils of 
the law. 

From what he could learn of Spanish justice 
that meant money and influence. These she 
should have; but there should be no more 
pastorals. Her kisses had been sweet, the after- 
taste was sour in the mouth. Gil Perez with his 
eloquence and dramatic fire had cured him of 
hankering after more of them. The girl was a 
rip, and there was an end of it. 

He did not blame himself in the least for 
having kissed a rip — once. There was nothing 
in that. But he had kissed her twice — and that 
second kiss had given significance to the first. 
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To think of it made him sore all over; it implied 
a tender relation, it made him seem the girl's 
lover. Why, it almost justified that sick-faced, 
grinning rascal, whose staring eyes had shocked 
him out of his senses. And what a damned fool 
he^had made of himself with the crucifix! He 
ground his teeth together as he cursed himself 
for a sentimental idiot 

For the rest of the way it was Gil Perez who 
cried up the quest — until he was curtly told by 
his master to talk about something else; and then 
Gil could have bitten his tongue off for saying a 
word too much. 

A couple of days at the Escorial, with nothing 
of Manuela to interfere, served Manvers to recover 
his tone. Before he was in the capital he was 
again that good and happy traveller, to whom all 
things come well in their seasons, to whom the 
seasons of all things are the seasons at which 
they come. He liked the bustle and flaunt of 
Madrid, he liked its brazen front, its crowded 
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carter as, and appetite for shows. There was 
hardly a day when the windows of the Puerta del 
Sol had not carpets on their balconies. Files of 
halberdiers went daily to and from the Palace 
and the Atocha, escorting some gilded, swinging 
coach; and every time the Madrilenos serried and 
craned their heads. **Viva Isabella!" **Abajo 
Don Carlos!** or sometimes the other way about, 
the cries went up. Politics buzzed all about 
the square in the mornings; evening brimmed the 
cafis, 

Manvers resumed his soul, became again the 
amused observer. Gil Perez bided his time, and 
contented himself with being the perfect body- 
servant, which he undoubtedly was. 

On the first Sunday after arrival, without any 
order, he laid before his master a ticket for the 
corrida, such a one as comported with his dignity; 
but not until he was sure of his ground did he 
presume to discuss the gory spectacle. Then, at 
dinner, he discovered that Manvers had been 
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more interested in the spectators than the fray, 
and allowed himself free discourse. The Queen 
and the Court, the alcalde and the Prime Minister, 
the manolos and manolas — he had plenty to say, 
and to leave unsaid. He just glanced at the per- 
formers — impossible to omit the espada — Cor- 
chuelo, the first in Spain. But the fastidious in 
Manvers was awake and edgy. He had not liked 
the bull-fight; so Gil Perez kept out of the arena. 
"I see one very grand old gentleman there, 
master," was one of his chance casts. "You see 
'im? 'E grandee of Espain, too much poor, 
proud •all the same. Put 'is 'at on so soon the 
Queen come in — Don Luis Ramonez de Alavia." 

"Who's he?" asked Manvers. 

"Great gentleman of Valladolid," said Gil 
Perez. "Grandee of Espain — no money — only 
pride." He did not add, as he might, that he 
had seen Manuela, or was pretty sure that he - 
had. That was delicate ground. 

But Manvers, who had forgotten all abou^: 
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her, went cheerfully his ways, and amused him- 
self in his desultory fashion. After the close-pent 
streets of Segovia, where the wayfarer seems 
throttled by the houses, and one looks up for 
light and pants towards the stars and the air, he 
was pleased by the breadth of Madrid. The 
Puerto del Sol was magnificent — like a lake; the 
Alcala and San Geronimo were noble rivers, 
feeding it. He liked them at dawTi when the 
hose-pipe had been newly at work and these great 
spaces of emptiness lay gleaming in the mild 
sunlight, exhaling freshness like that of dewy 
lawns. When, under the glare of noon, they lay 
slumbrous, they were impressive by their pro- 
digality of width and scope; in the bustle and 
hum of dusk, with the cafes filling, and spilling 
over onto the pavements, he could not tire of 
them; but at night, the mystery of their magic 
enthralled him. How could one sleep in such a 
city? The Puerto del Sol was then a sea of dark 
fringed with shores of bright light. The two huge 
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feeders of it — with what argosies they teemed! 
Shrouded craft! 

That touch of the East, which you can never 
miss in Spain, wherever you may be, was un- 
mistakable in Madrid, in spite of Comt and com- 
merce, in spite of newspaper. Stock Exchange, 
or Cortes. The cloaked figures moved silently, 
swiftly, seldom in pairs, without speech, with foot- 
fall scarcely audible. Now and again Manvers 
heard the throb of a guitar, now and again, with 
sudden clamour, the clack of castanets. But such 
noises stopped on the instant, and the traffic was 
resumed — whatever it was — secret, swift, impene- 
trable business. 

For the most part this traffic of the night was 
conducted by men — young or old, as may be. The 
capa hid them all, kept their semblance as secret 
as their affairs. Here and there, but rarely, 
walked a woman, superbly, as Spanish women 
will, with a self-sufficiency almost arrogantly 
strong, robed in white, hooded with a white veil. 
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The mantilla came streaming from the comb, 
swathed her pale cheeks and enhanced her 
lustrous eyes; but from top to toe she was 
(whatever else she may have been, and it was 
not difficult to guess) in white. 

Manvers watched them pass and repass; at a 
distance they looked like moths, but close at 
hand showed the carriage and intolerance of 
queens. They looked at him fairly as they 
passed, unashamed and unconcerned. Their eyes 
asked nothing from him, their lips wooed him 
not There was none of the invitation such women 
extend elsewhere; far otherwise, it was the men 
who craved, the women who dispensed. When 
they listened it was as to a petitioner on his 
knees, when they gave it was like an alms. Im- 
perious, free-moving, high-headed creatures, they 
interested him deeply. 

It was true, as Gil Perez was quick to see, 
that at his first bull-fight Manvers had been un- 
moved by the actors, but stirred to the deeps by 
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the spectators; if he had cared to see another it 
would have been to explore the secrets of this 
wonderful people, who could become animals 
without ceasing to be men and women. But 
why jostle on a bench, why endure the dust and 
glare of a corrida when you can see what Madrid 
can show you: the women by the Manzanares, 
or the nightly dramas of the streets? 

Love in Spain, he began to learn, is a tepible 
thing; a grim tussle of wills, a matter of life and 
death, of meat and drink. He saw lovers, still 
as death, with upturned faces, tense and white, 
eating the iron of guarded balconies. Hour by 
hour they would stand there, waiting, watching 
hoping on. No one interfered, no one remarked 
them. He heard a woman wail for her lover- 
wail and rock herself about, careless of who sai;« 
or heard her, and indeed neither seen nor heard 
Once he saw a couple close together, vehement 
speech between them. A lovers' quarrel, terrible 
affair! The words seemed to scald. The man 
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had had his say, and now it was her turn. He 
listened to her, touched but not persuaded — had 
his reasons, no doubt But she! Manvers had 
not believed the heart of a girl could hold such 
a gamut of emotions. She was young, slim, very 
pale; her face was as white as her robe. But 
her eyes were like burning lakes; and her voice, 
hoarse though she had made herself, had a cry 
in it as sharp as a violin's, to cut the very soul 
of you. She spoke with her hands too, with her 
shoulders and bosom, with her head and stamp- 
ing foot She never faltered though she ran from 
scorn of him to deep scorn of herself, and ap- 
pealed in turn to his pride, his pity, his honour 
and his lust She had no reticence, set no 
bounds: she was everything, or nothing; he was 
a god, or dirt of the kennel. In the end — and 
what a climax! — she stopped in the middle of a 
sentence, covered her eyes, sobbed, gave a broken 
cry, turned and fled away. 

The man, left alone, spread his arms out. 
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and lifted his face to the sky, as if appealing for 
the compassion of Heaven. Manvers could see 
by the light of a lamp which fell upon him that 
there were tears in his eyes. He was pitying 
himself deeply. "Sefior Jesu, have pity!" Manvers 
heard him saying. "What could I do? Woe 
upon me, what could I do?" 

To him there, as he stood wavering, returned 
suddenly the girl. As swiftly as she had gone 
she came back, like a white squall. "Ah, son 
of a thief! Ah, son of a dog!" and she struck 
him down with a knife over the shoulder-blade. 
He gasped, groaned, and dropped; and she was 
upon his breast in a minute, moaning her pity 
and love. She stroked his face, crooned over 
him, lavished the loveliest vocables of her tongue 
upon his worthless carcase, and won him by the 
very excess of her passion. The fallen man 
turned in her arms, and met her lips with 
his. 

Manvers, shaking with excitement, left them. 
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Here again was a Manuela! Manuela, her burnt 
face on fire, her eyes blown fierce by rage, her 
t:awny hair streaming in the wind; Manuela with 
^. knife, hacking the life out of Est^ban, came 
A^ividly before him. Ah, those soft lips of hers 
diould bare the teeth; within an hour of his kissing 
tier she must have bared them, when she snarled 
<ZDn that other. And her eyes which had peered 
into his, to see if liking were there — how had 
tihey gleamed upon the man she slew? Her 
sleekness then was that of the cat; but she had 
Xnad no claws for him. 

Why had she left him her crucifix? After 
^11, had she murdered the fellow, or protected 
lierself? ,She told the monk that she had been 
clriven into a corner — to save Manvers and her- 
self. Was he to believe that — or his own eyes? 
Bis eyes had just seen a Spanish girl with her 
lover, and his judgment was warped. Manuela 
might be of that sort — she had not been so to 
him. Nor could she ever be so, since there was 
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no question of love between them now, and never 
could be. 

"Come now," thus he reasoned with himself. 
"Come now, let us be reasonable." He had 
pulled her out of a scuffle and she had been 
grateful; she was pretty, he had kissed her. She 
was grateful, and had knifed a man who meant 
him mischief — and she had left him a crucifix. 

Gratitude again. What had her gipsy skin 
and red kerchief to do with her heart and con- 
science? "Beware, my son, of the pathetic 
fallacy," he told himself, and as he turned into 
the carrera San Geronimo, beheld Manuela robed 
in white pass along the street. 

He knew her immediately, though her face 
had but flashed upon him, and there was not a 
stitch upon her to remind him of the ragged 
creature of the plain. A white mantilla covered 
her hair, a white gown hid her to the ankles. 
He had a glimpse of a white stocking, and re- 
marked her high-heeled white slippers. Startling 
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transformation! But she walked like a free- 
moving creature of the open, and breasted the 
hot night as if she had been speeding through a 
woodland way. That was Manuela, who had 
killed a man to save him. 

After a moment or so of hesitation he fol- 
lowed her, keeping his distance. She walked 
steadily up the carrera, looking neither to right 
nor to left. Many remarked her, some tried to 
stop her. A soldier followed her pertinaciously, 
till presently she turned upon him in splendid 
rage and bade him be off. 

Manvers praised her for that, and, quickening, 
gained upon her. She turned up a narrow street 
on the right It was empty. Manvers, gaining 
rapidly, drew up level. They were now walking 
abreast, with only the street- way between them; 
but she kept a rigid profile to him — as severe, as 
proud and fine as the Arethusa*s on a coin of 
Syracuse. The resemblance was striking; straight 
nose, short lip, rounded chin; the strong throat; 
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unwinking eyes looking straight before her; and 
adding to these beauties of contour her splendid 
colouring,, and carriage of a young goddess, it is 
not too much to say that Manvers was dazzled. 

It is true; he was confounded by the excess 
of her beauty and by his knowledge of her con- 
dition. His experiences of life and cities could 
give him no parallel; but they could and did give 
him a dangerous sense of power. This glowing, 
salient creature was for him, if he would. One 
word, and she was at his feet 

For a moment, as he walked nearly abreast 
of her, he was ready to throw everything that 
was natural to him to the winds. She stirred a 
depth in him which he had known nothing of. 
He felt himself trembling all over — but while he 
hesitated a quick step behind caused him to look 
round. He saw a man following Manuela, and 
presently knew that it was Gil Perez. 

And Gil, with none of his own caution, walked 
on her side of the street and, overtaking her, took 
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off his hat and accosted her by some name which 
caused her to turn like a beast at bay. Nothing 
abashed, Gil asked her a question which clapped 
a hand to her side and sent her cowering to the 
wall. She leaned panting there while he talked 
rapidly, explaining with suavity and point. It was 
very interesting to Manvers to watch these two 
together, to see, for instance, how Gil Perez com- 
ported himself out of his master's presence; or 
how Manuela dealt with one of her own nation. 
They became strangers to him, people he had 
never known. He felt a foreigner indeed. 

The greatest courtesy was observed, the most 
exact distance. Gil Perez kept his hat in his 
hand, his body at a deferential angle. His weaving 
hands were never still. Manuela, her first act of 
royal rage ended, held herself superbly. Her eyes 
were half closed, her lips tightly so; and she so 
contrived as to get the effect of looking down 
upon him from a height Manvers imagined that 
his name or person was being brought into play. 
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for once Manuela looked at her companion and 
bowed her head gravely. Gil Perez ran on with 
his explanations and apparently convinced her 
judgment, for she seemed to consent to something 
which he asked of her; and presently walked on 
her way with a high head, while Gil Perez, still 
holding his hat, and still explaining, walked with 
her, but a little way behind her. 

A cooling experience. Manvers strolled back 
to his hotel and his bed, with his unsuspected 
nature deeply hidden again out of sight He 
wondered whether Gil Perez would have anything 
to tell him in the morning, or whether, on the 
other hand, he would be discreetly silent as to 
the adventure. He wondered next where that 
adventure would end. He had no reason to sup- 
pose his servant a man of refined sensibilities. 
Remembering his eloquence on the road to 
Madrid, the paean he blew upon the fairness of 
Valencian women, he laughed. "Here's a muddy 
wash upon my blood-boltered pastoral," he said 
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aloud. "Here's an end of my knight-errantry 
indeed!" 

There was nearly an end of him — for almost 
at the same moment he was conscious of a light 
step behind and of a sharp stinging pain and a 
blow in the back. He turned wildly round and 
struck out with his stick. A man, doubled in 
two, ran like a hare down the empty street and 
vanished into the dark. Manvers, feeling sick and 
faint, leaned to recover himself against a door- 
way, and probably fell; for when he came to 
himself he was in his bed in the hotel, with Gil 
Perez and a grave gentleman in black standing 
beside him. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 
CHIVALRY OF GIL PEREZ. 

He felt stiff and stupid, with a roasting spot 
in his back between his shoulders; but he was 
able to see the light in Gil Perez' eyes — which 
was a good light, saying, "Well so fai— but I look 
for more." Neither Gil nor the spectacled gentle- 
man in black — the surgeon, he presumed — spoke 
to him, and disinclined for speech himself, Man- 
vers lay watching their tip-toe ministrations, with 
spells of comfortable dozing in between, in the 
course of which he again lost touch with the world 
of Spain. 

When he came to once more he was much 
better and felt hungry. He saw Gil Perez by the 
window, reading a little book. The sun-blinds 
were down to darken the room; Gil held his book 
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slantwise to a chink and read diligently, moving 
his lips to pronounce the words. 

"Gil Perez," said Manvers, "what are you 
reading?" Gil jumped up at once. 

"You better, sir? Praised be God! I read," 
he §aid, "a little catholic book which calls itself 
The Garden of the Soul' — ver* good little book. 
What you call ver' 'ealthy — ver' good for 'im. 
But you are better, master. You 'ungry— I get 
you a broth." Which he did, having it hot and 
hot in the next room. 

"Now I tell you all the 'istory of this affair," 
he said. "Last night I see Manuela out a walking. 
I follow 'er too much — salute 'er — she lift 'er 'ead 
back to strike me dead. I say, *Senorita, one 
word. Why you give your crucifix to my master 
— ha?' Sir, she began to shake — 'ead shake, 
knee shake; I think she fall into 'erself. You see 
flowers in frost all estiff, stand up all right. 
By'nbye the sun, 'e climb the sky — thosa flowers 
they fall esquash — all rotten insida. So Manuela 
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fall intx) 'erself. Then I talk to 'er — she tell me 
all the 'istory of thata time. She kill Estdban 
Vincaz, she tell me — kill 'im quick, just what I 
told you. Becausa why? Becausa she dicksure 
Esteban kill you. But I say to 'er, Manuela, that 
was too bad, lady. Kill Estdban all the same. 
Ver' good for 'im, send 'im what you call king- 
dom-come like a shot But you leava that crucifix 
on my master's plate — make 'im tender, too sorry 
for you. He think, Thata nice girl, very. I like 
'er too much. Now 'e 'as your crucifix in gold, 
lika piece of Vera Cruz, lika Santa Teresa's finger, 
and all the world know you kill Esteban Vincaz 
and 'e like you. Sir, I make 'er sorry — she begin 
to cry. I think — " and Gil Perez walked to the 
window — "I think Manuela ver' fine girl — like a 
rose. Now, master — " and he returned to the 
bed — "I tell you something. That man who estab 
you las' night was Tormillo. You know who?" 

Manvers shook his head. "Never heard of 
him, my friend. Who is he?" 
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"He is servant to Don Luis Ramonez, the 
same I see at the corrida, I tell you about 'im — 
no money, all pride." 

Manvers stared. "And will you have the 
goodness to tell me why Don Luis should want 
to have me stabbed?" 

"I tell you, sir," said Gil Perez. "Est^ban 
Vincaz was Don Bartolome Ramonez, son to Don 
Luis. Bad son 'e was, if you like, sir. Wil' oats, 
what you call. All the sama nobleman, all the 
sama only son to Don Luis." 

Manvers considered this oracle with what light 
he had. "Don Luis supposes that I killed his 
son, then," he said. "Is that it?" 

"'E damsure," said Gil Perez, blinking 
fast. 

"On Manuela's account — eh?" 

"Like a shot!" cried Gil Perez with en- 
thusiasm. 

"So of course he thinks it his duty to kill me 
in return." 

Tke Spanish Jade. 1 1 
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"Of course 'e does, sir," said Gil. "I te// 
you, 'e is proud like the devil." 

"I understand you," said Manvers. "But why 
does he hire a servant to do his revenges?" 

"Because 'e think you dog," Gil replied calmly. 
"'E not beara touch you witha poker." 

Manvers laughed, and said, "We'll leave it at 
that. Now I want to know one more thing. How 
on earth did Don Luis find out that .1 was in the 
wood with Manuela and his son?" 

"Ah," said Gil Perez, "now you aska me 
something. Who knows?" He shrugged profusely. 
Then his face cleared. "Leave it to me, sir. I 
ask Tormillo." He was on his feet, as if about 
to find the assassin there and then. 

"Stop a bit," said Manvers, "stop a bit, Gil. 
Now I must tell you that I also saw Manuela 
last night" 

"Ah," said Gil Perez softly; and his eyes 
glittered. 

"I saw her in the street," Manvers con- 
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tinued, watching his servant. "She was all in 
white." 

Gil Perez blinked this fact "Yes, sir," he 
said. "That is true. Poor girl." His eyes clouded 
over. "Poor Manuela!" he was heard to say to 
himself. 

"I followed her for awhile,"-^ said Manvers, 
"and saw you catch her up, and stop her. Then 
I went away; and then that rascal struck me in 
the back. Now do you suppose that Don Luis 
means to serve Manuela the same way?" 

Gil Perez did not blink any more. "I think 
'e wisha that," he said; "but I think 'e won't" 

"Why not?" 

"Because I tell Manuela what I see at the 
corrida. She was there too. She know it already. 
Bless you, she don't care." 

"But / care," said Manvers sharply. "I've 
got her on my conscience. I don't intend her to 
suffer on my account." 

"That," said Gil Perez, "is what she wanta 
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do." He looked piercingly at his master. "You: 
know, sir, I ask 'er for your 'andkerchief." 

"Well?" Manvers raised his eyebrows. 

"I tell you whata she do. She look alia ways 
in the d^rk. Nobody there. Then she open 'er 
gown — so!" and Gil held apart the bosom of his 
shirt "I see it in there." There were tears in 
Gil's eyes. "Poor Manuelal" he murmured, as if 
that helped him. "I make 'er give it me. No 
good she keepa that in there." 

"Where is it?" he was asked. He tried to 
be his jaunty self, but failed. 

"Not 'ere, sir. I 'ave it — I senda to the wash." 
Manvers looked keenly at him, but said nothing. 
He had a suspicion that Gil Perez was telling 
a lie. 

"You had better get her out of Madrid," he 
said, after awhile. "There may be trouble. Let 
her go and hide herself somewhere until this has 
blown over. Give me my pocket-booL" He took 
a couple of bills out and handed them to Gil. 
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"There's a hundred for her. Get her into some 
safe place — and the sooner the better. We'll see 
her through this business somehow." 

Gil Perez — very unlike himself — suddenly 
snatched at his hand and kissed it. Then he 
sprang to his feet again and tried to look as if 
he had never done such a thing. He went to the 
door and put his head out, listening. "Doctor 
coming," he said. "All righta leave you with 'im." 

"Of course it's all right," said Manvers. But 
Gil shook his head. 

"Don Luis make me sick," he said. "No 
use 'e come 'ere." 

"You mean that he might have another shot 
at me?" 

Gil nodded; very wide-eyed and serious he 
was. "'E try. I know 'im too much." Manvers 
shut his eyes. 

"I expect he'll have the decency to wait till 
I'm about again. Anyhow, I'll risk it. What you 
have to do is to get Manuela away." 



l66 THE SPANISH JADE. 

"Yessir,** said Gil in his best English, and 
admitted the surgeon with a bow. Then he went 
lightfooted out of the room and shut the door 
after him. 

He was away two hours €x more, and when 
he returned seemed perfectly happy. 

''Manuela quite safa now," he told his master. 

"WTiere is she, Gil?" he was asked, and 
waved his hand airily for reply. 

"She all right, sir. Near 'ere. Quita safe. 
Presently I see 'er." He could not be brought 
nearer than that Questioned on other matters, 
he reported that he had failed to find either Don 
Luis or TormiUo, and was quite unable to say 
how they knew of his master's relations with the 
Valencian girl, or what their further intentions 
were. His chagrin at having been found wanting 
in any single task set him was a great delight to 
Manvers and amused the slow hours of his coa- 
valescence. 

His wound, which was deq> but not danger- 
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ous, healed well and quickly. In ten days he was 
up again and inquiring for Manuela's whereabouts. 
Better not see her, he was advised, until it was 
perfectly certain that Don Luis was appeased. 
Gil promised that in a few days' time he would 
give an account of everything. 

It is doubtful, however, whether he would 
have kept his word, had not events been too 
many for him. One day after dinner he asked 
his master if he might speak to him. On receiv- 
ing permission, he drew him apart into a little 
room, the door of which he locked. 

"Hulloa, Gil Perez," said Manvers, "what is 
your game now?" 

"Sir," said Gil, holding his head up, and 
looking him full in the face. "I must espeak to 
you about Manuela. She is in the Carcel de la 
Corte — to-morrow they take 'er to the Audiencia 
about that assassination." He folded his arms 
and waited, watching the effect of his words. 

Manvers was greatly perturbed. "Then you've 
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made a mess of it,** he said angrily. "YouVe 
made a mess of it" 

"No mess," said Gil Perez. "She tell me 
must go to gaol. I say, all righta, lady." 

"You had no business to say anything of the 
sort," Manvers said. "I am sorry I ever allowed 
you to interfere. I am very much annoyed with 
you, Perez." He had never called him Perez 
before — and that hurt Gil more than anything. 
His voice betrayed his feelings. 

"You casta me off — call me Perez, lika stranger! 
All right, sir — what you like," he stanunered. "I 
tell you, Manuela very fine girl — and why the 
devil I make 'er bad? No, sir, that imposs'. She 
too good for me. She say, Don Luis estab my 
saviour! Never, never, for me! I show Don Luis 
what's whata, she say. I give myself up to justice; 
then 'e keepa quiet — say, That's all right Sb 
she say to Paquita — that big girl who sleep with 

'er when — when " he was embarrassed. 

"Mostly always sleep with 'er," he explained— 
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"She say, 'Give me your veil, Paquita de mi alma.* 
Then she cover 'erself and say to me, *Come, Gil 
Perez.* I say, *Sefiorita, where you will.* We 
go to the Carcel de la Corte. Three or four 
alguazils in the court see 'er come in; saluta 'er, 
*Good day, seilora — at the feet of your grace,' 
they say; for they think *'ere come a dam fine 
woman to see 'er lover.' She eshiver and lift 
'erself. *I am no sefiora,' she essay. 'Bad girl. 
Nama Manuela. I estab Don Bartolome Ramonez 
de Alavia in the wood of La Huerca. You taka 
me — rdo what you like.' Sir, I say, thata very 
fine thing. I would kissa the 'and of any girl 
who do that — same I kiss your 'and." His voice 
broke. "By God, I would!" 

"What next?" said Manvers, moved himself 
"Sir," said Gil Perez, "those alguazils clacka 
the tongue. *Soho, la Manola!' say one, and lift 
.'er veil and look at 'er. All those others come 
and look too. They say she dam pretty woman. 
She standa there and look at them, lika they 
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were dirt down in the street Then I essay, 
*Senores, you pleasa conduct this lady to the 
carcelero in two minutes, or you pay me, Gil 
Perez, 'er esservant Thisa lady 'ave friends,' I 
say. * Better for you, senores, you fetcha car- 
celero.' They look at me sharp — and they thinka 
so too. Then the carcelero 'e come, and I espeak 
with him and say, *We 'ave too much money. 
Do what you like.' " 

"And what did he do?" Manvers asked. 

"He essay, *Lady come with me.' So then 
we go away witha carcelero, and I eshow my 
fingers — so — to those alguazils and say, *Dam 
your eyes, you fellows, vayan ustedes con Dios!' 
Then the carcelero maka bow. 'E say to Manuela, 
*Senora, you 'ave my littla room. All by your- 
self. My wifa she maka bed — you first-class in 
there. Nothing to do with them dogs down there. 
I give them what-for lika shot,' say the carcelero. 
So I pay 'im well with your bills, sir, and see= 
Manuela all the time every day." 
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He took rapid strides across the room — but 
stopped abruptly and looked at Manvers. There 
was fire in his eyes. "She lika saint, sir. I 
catch 'er on 'er knees before our Lady of Atocha. 
I 'ear 'er words all broken to bits. I see 'er 
estrike *er breasts — Oh, God, that make me mad! 
She say, *0h, Lady, you with your sorrow and 
your love — you know me very well. Bad girl, 
too unfortunate, too miserable — your daughter all 
the sama, and your lover. Give me a great 'eart, 
Lady, that I may tell all the truth — all — all — all! 
If 'e thoughta well of me,' she say, crying like 
one o'clock, *let 'im know me better. No good 
'e think me fine woman — no good he kissa me' " 
— the delicacy with which Gil Perez treated this 
part of the history, which Manvers had never 
told him, was a beautiful thing — "*I wanta tell 
'im all my 'istory. Then he say, Pah, what a 
beast! and serva me right' Sir, then she bow 
righta down to the grounda, she did, and covered 
'er 'ead. I say, 'Manuela, I love you with alia 
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my soul — but you do well, my 'eart.' And then 
she: turn on me and tell me to go quick." 

"So you are in love with her, Gil?" Manvers 
asked him. Gil admitted it 

"I love 'er the minute I see 'er at the corrida. 
My 'earta go alia 'water — but I know 'er. I Say 
to myself, *That is la Manuela of my master Don 
Osmundo. You be careful, Gil Perez.'" 

Manvers said, "Look here, Gil, I'm ashamed 
of myself. I kissed her, you know." 

"Yessir," said Gil, and touched his forehead 
like a groom. 

"If I had known that you — but I had no 
idea of it until this moment. I can only say '*^ 

"Master," said Gil, "saya nothing at all. !■ 
love Manuela lika mad — that quite true; but sh^ 
thinka me dirt on the pavement" 

"Then she's very wrong," Manvers said. 

"No, sir," said Gil, "thata true. All beautifu/ 
girls lika that I understanda too much. But 
look 'ere — if she belong to nie, that all the same, 
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because I belong to you. You do what you like 
with 'er. I say, That all the same to me!" 

"Gil Perez," said Manvers, "you're a gentle- 
man, and I'm very much ashamed of myself. 
But we must do what we can for Manuela. I 
shall give evidence, of course. I think I can 
make the judge understand." 

Gil was inordinately grateful, but could not 
conceal his nervousness. "I think the Juez, 'e 
too much friend with Don Luis. I think 'e know 
what to do all the time before. Manuela have 
too mucha trouble. Alia same she ver' fine girl, 
most beautiful, most unhappy. That do 'er good 
if she cry." 

"I don't think she'll cry," Manvers said, and 
Gil Perez snorted. 

"She cry! By God she never! She Espanish 
girl, too mucha proud, too mucha dicksure what 
she do with Don Bartolome. She know she 
serve 'im right. Do againa all the time. What 
do you think 'e do with 'er when 'e 'ave 'er out 
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there in Pobledo an' all those places? Vaya! I 
tell you, sir. 'E want to live on 'er. 'E wanta 
make 'er too bad. Then she run lika devil. 
Sir, I tell you what she say to me other days. 
'When I saw 'im come longside Don Osmundo,' 
she say, *I look in 'is face an' I see Death. 'E 
grin at me — then I know why 'e come. 'E talk 
very nice — soft, lika gentleman — then I know 
. what 'e want. I say, Son of a dog, never ! ' " 

"Poor girl," said Manvers, greatly concerned. 

"Thata quite true, sir," Gil Perez agreed. 
"Very unfortunate fine girl. But you know what 
we say in Espain. Make yourself 'oney, we say, 
and the flies willa suck you. Manuela too mucli^ 
'oney all the time. I know that, because she telX 
me everything, to tell you." 

"Don't tell me," said Manvers. 

"Bedam if I do," said Gil Perez. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

TRIAL BY QUESTION. 

The court was not full when Manvers and his 
advocate, with Gil Perez in attendance, took their 
places; but it filled up gradually, and the Judge 
of First Instance, when he took his seat upon the 
tribunal, faced a throng not unworthy of a bull- 
light. Bestial, leering, inflamed faces, peering eyes 
agog for mischief, all the nervous expectation of 
the sudden, the bloody or terrible were there. 

There was the same dead hush when Manuela 
vras brought in as when they throw open the 
doors of the toril, and the throng holds its breath. 
Gil Perez drew his with a long whistling sound, 
and Manvers, who could dare to look at her, 
thought he had never seen maidenly dignity more 
beautifully shown. She moved to her place with 
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a gentle consciousness of what was due to herself 
very touching to see. 

The crowded court thrilled and murmured, 
but she did not raise her eyes; once only did she 
show her feeling, and that was when she passed 
near the barrier where the spectators could have 
touched her by leaning over. More than one 
stretched his hand out, one at least his walking 
cane. Then she took hold of her skirt and held 
it back, just as a girl does when she passes wet 
paint. This little touch, which made the young 
men jeer and whisper obscenity, brought the water 
to Manvers' eyes. He heard Gil Perez draw again 
his whistling breath, and felt him tremble. Directly-^ 
Manuela was in her place, standing, facing th^^ 
assize, Gil Perez looked at her, and never took hl-^ 
eyes from her again. She was dressed in blacfe:, 
and her hair was smooth over her ears, knotted 
neatly on the nape of her neck. 

The Judge, a fatigued, monumental person 
with a long face, pointed whiskers, and the eyes 
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of a dead fish, told her to stand up. As she was 
ak-eady standing, she looked at him with patient 
inquiry; but he took no notice of that Her self- 
possession was indeed remarkable. She gave her 
answers quietly, without hesitation, and when any- 
thing was asked her which offended her, either 
ignored it or told the questioner what she thought 
of it From the outset Manvers could see that 
the Judge's business was to incriminate her be- 
yond repair. Her plea of guilty was not to help 
her. She was to be shown infamous. 

The examination ran thus: — 

Judge. "You are Manuela, daughter of In- 
carnacion Presa of Valencia, and have never 
known your father?" {Manuela bows her head) 
"Answer the Court." 

Manuela. "It is true." 

Judge. "It is said that your father was the 
gitano Sagruel?" 

Manuela. "I don't know." 

Judge. "You may well say that. Remember 
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that you are condemning your mother by such 
answers. Your mother sold you at twelve years 
old to an unfrocked priest named Tormes?" 

Manuela. "Yes. For three pesos/* 

Judge. "Disgraceful transaction! This wretch 
taught you dancing, posturing, and all manner of 
wickedness?" 

Manuela. "He taught me to dance." 

Judge "How long were you in his company?" 

Manuela. "For three years." 

Judge. **He took you from fair to fair. Yon — 
were a public dancer?" 

Manuela. "That is true." 

Judge. "I can imagine — the court caBcn 
imagine — your course of life during this tim^^. 
This master of yours, this Tonnes, how did h»e 
treat you?" 

Manuela. "Very ill." 

Judge. "Be more explicit, Manuela. In 
what way?" 

Manuela. "He beat nje. He hurt me." 
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Judge. "Why so?" 

Manuela. "I cannot tell you any more about 
him." 

Judge. "You refuse?" 

Manuela. "Yes." 

Judge. "The court places its interpretation 
Upon your silence." (He looked painfully round 
as if he regretted the absence of the proper 
means of extracting answers. Manvers heard Gil 
Perez curse him under his breath.) 

The Judge made lengthy notes upon the 
margin of his docquet, and then proceeded. 

Judge. "The young gentleman, Don Bartolome 
Ramonez, first saw you at the fair of Salamanca 
in 1859?" 

Manuela. "Yes." 

Judge. "He saw you often, and followed you 
to Valladolid, where his father Don Luis lived?" 

Manuela. "Yes." # 

Judge. "He professed his passion for you, 
gave you presents?" 
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Manuela. "Yes." 

Judge. "You persuaded him to take you 
away from Tormes?" 

Manuela. "No." 

Judge. "What do I hear?" . 

Manuela. "I said *No.' It was because he 
said that he loved me that I went with him. He 
wished to marry me, he said." 

Judge. "What! Don Bartolom6 Ramones 
marry a pubUc dancer! Be careful what you sa>r 
there, Manuela." 

Manuela. "He told me so, and I believed 
him." 

Judge. "I pass on. You were with him un- 
til the April of this year — you were with him two 
years?" 

Manuela. "Yes." 

Judge. "And then you found another lover / 
and deserted him?" 

Manuela. "No. I ran away from him by 
myself." 
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Judge. "But you found another lover?" 

Manuela. "No." 

Judge. "Be careful, Manuela. You will trip 
a a moment You ran away from Don Bartolom^ 
^hen you were at Pobledo, and you went to 
Valencia. What did you do there?" 

Manuela. "I cannot answer you." 

Judge. "You mean that you will not?" 

Manuela. "I mean that I cannot" 

Judge. "This is wilful prevarication again, 
have authority to compel you." 

Manuela. "You have none." 

Judge. "We shall see, Manuela, we shall see. 
^ou left Palencia on the 12th of May in the 
ompany of an Englishman?" 

Manuela. "Yes." 

Judge. "He is here in court?" 

Manuela. "Yes." 

Judge. "Do you see him at this mo- 
aent?" 

Manuela. "Yes." (But she did not turn 
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her head to look at Manvers until the Judge 
forced her.) 

Judge. "I am not he. I am not likely to 
have taken you from Palencia and your proceed- 
ings there. Look at the Englishman." (She 
hesitated for a little while, and then turned her 
eyes upon him with such gentle modesty that 
Manvers felt nearer to loving her than he had 
ever done. He rose slightly in his seat and 
bowed to her: she returned the salute like a 
young queen. The Judge had gained nothing by 
that.) "I see that you treat each other with 
ceremony; there may be reasons for that We 
shall soon see. This gentleman then took you 
away from Palencia in the direction of Valladolid, 
and made you certain proposals. What were 
they?" 

Manuela. "He proposed that I should re- 
turn to Palencia." 

Judge. "And you refused?" 

Manuela. "Yes." 
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Judge. "Why?" 

Manuela. "I could not go back to Pa- 
lencia." 

Judge. "Why?" 

Manuela. "There were many reasons. One 
was that I was afraid of seeing Est^ban there." 

Judge. "You mean Don Bartolom^ Ramonez 
de Alavia?" (She nodded.) "Answer me." 

Manuela. "Yes, yes." 

Judge. "You are impatient because your evil 
deeds are coming to light. I am not surprised; 
but you must command yourself. There is more 
to come." (Manvers, who was furious, asked ^ 
his advocate whether something could not be 
done. Directly her fear of Est^ban was touched 
upon, he said, the Judge changed his tactics. 
The advocate smiled. "Be patient, sir," he 
said. "The Judge has been instructed before- 
hand." "You mean," said Manvers, "that he 
has been bribed?" "I did not say so," the ad- 
vocate replied.) 
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The Judge returned to Palencia. "What 
other reasons had you?" was his next question, 
but Manuela was clever enough to see where her 
strength lay. "My fear of Est^ban swallowed all 
other reasons." She saved herself, and with un- 
concealed chagrin the Judge went on towards the 
real point 

Judge. "The Englishman then made you 
another proposal?" 

Manuela. "Yes, sir. He proposed to take 
me to a convent" 

Judge. "You refused that?" 

Manuela. "No, sir. I should have been 
glad to go to a convent" 

Judge. "You, however, accepted his third 
proposal, namely, that you should be under his 
protection?" 

Manuela. "I was thankful for his protection 
when I saw Esteban coming." 

Judge. "I have no doubt of that You had 
reason to fear Don Bartolom^'s resentment?" 
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Manuela. "I knew that Est^ban intended to 
murder me." 

Judge. "Don Bartolom^ overtook you. You 
were riding before the Englishman on his horse?" 

Manuela. "Yes. I could not walk. I was ill." 

Judge. "Don Bartolome remained with you 
until the Englishman ran away?" 

Manuela. "He did not run away. Why 
should he? He went away on his own affairs." 

Judge (after looking at his papers). "I see. 
The Englishman went away after the pair of you 
had killed Don Bartolom^?" 

Manuela. "That is not true. He went 
away to bathe, and then I killed Est^ban with 
his own knife. I killed him because he told me 
that he intended to murder me, and the English 
gentleman who had been kind to me. I confess 
it — I confessed it to the alguazih and the car- 
celero. You may twist what I say as you will, 
to please your friends, but the truth is in what I 
say." 



1 86 THE SPANISH JADE. 

Judge. "Silence! It is for you to answ^^ 
the questions which I put to you. You forg^/ 
yourself, Manuela. But I will take your confes- 
sion as true for the moment Supposing it to be 
true, did you not stab Don Bartolom^ in the neck 
in order that you might be free?" 

Manuela. "I killed him to defend myself 
and an innocent person. I have told you 
so." 

Judge. "Why should Don Bartolom6 wish to 
kill you?" 

Manuela. "He hated me because I had re- 
fused to do his pleasure. He wished to make me 
bad " 

Judge (lifting his hands and throwing his 
head up). "Bad! Was he not jealous of the 
Englishman?" 

Manuela. "I don't know." 

Judge. "Did he not tell you that the English- 
man was your lover? Did you not say so to 
Fray Juan de la Cruz?" 
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Manuela. "He spoke felsely. It was not 
true. He may have believed it" 

Judge. "We shall see. Have patience, Ma- 
nuela. Having slain your old lover, you were 
careful to leave a token for his successor. You 
left more than that: your crucifix from your neck, 
and a message with Fray Juan?" 

Manuela. "Yes. I told Fray Juan the whole 
of the truth, and begged him to tell the gentle- 
man, because I wished him to think well of me. 
I told him that Est^ban " 

Judge. "Softly, softly, Manuela. Why did 
you leave your crucifix behind you?" 

Manuela. "Because I was grateful to the 
gentleman who had saved my life at Palencia; 
because I had nothing else to give him. Had I 
had anything more valuable I would have left it. 
Nobody had been kind to me before." 

Judge. "You know what he has done with 
your crucifix, Manuela?" 

Manuela. "I do not." 



1 88 THE SPANISH JADE. 

Judge. "What are you saying?" 

Manuela. "The truth." 

Judge. "I have the means of confuting you. 
You told Fray Juan that you were going to 
Madrid?" 

Manuela. "I did not" 

Judge. "In the hope that he would tell the 
Englishman?" 

Manuela. "If he told the gentleman that, he 
lied." 

Judge. "It is then a singular coincidence 
which led to your meeting him here in Madrid?" 

Manuela. "I did not meet him." 

Judge. "Did you not meet him a few nights 
before you surrendered to justice?" 

Manuela. "No." 

Judge. "Did you meet his servant?" 

Manuela. "I cannot tell you." 

Judge. "Did not the Englishman pay for 
your lodging in the Carcel de la Corte? Did he 
not send his servant every day to see you?" 
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Manuela. "The gentleman was lying wounded 
at the hotel. He had been stabbed in the street." 

Judge. "We are not discussing the English- 
man's private affairs. Answer my questions." 

Manuela. "I cannot answer them." 

Judge. "You mean that you will not, Ma- 
nuela. Did you not know that the Englishman 
caused your crucifix to be set in gold, like a holy 
relic?" 

Manuela. "I did not know it." 

Judge. "We have it on your own confession 
that you slew Don Bartolom^ Ramonez in the 
wood of La Huerca, and you admit that the 
Englishman was protecting you before that dread- 
ful deed was done, that he has since paid for 
your treatment in prison, and that he has treasured 
your crucifix like a sacred relic?" 

Manuela. "You are pleased to say these 
things. I don't say them. You wish to in- 
criminate a person who has been kind to me." 

Judge. "I will ask you one more question. 
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Manuela. Why did you give yourself up tc^ 
justice?" 

Manuela (after a painful pause, speaking with 
high fervour and some approach to dramatic 
effect). "I will answer you, senor Juez. It was 
because I knew that Don Luis would contrive the 
death of Don Osmundo if I did not prove him 
innocent." 

Judge (rising, very angry). "Silence! The 
court cannot entertain your views of persons not 
concerned in your crime." 

Manuela. "But " (She shrugged, and 

looked away.) 

Judge. "You can sit down." 
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CHAPTER XV. 
NEMESIS — DON LUIS. 

Manvers' reiterated question of how in the 
name of wonder Don Luis or anybody else knew 
what he had done with Manuela's crucifix was 
answered before the day was over; but not by 
GH Perez or the advocate whom he had engaged 
to defend the unhappy girl. 

This personage gave him to understand with- 
out disguise that there was very little chance for 
Manuela. The Judge, he said, had been "in- 
structed." He clung to that phrase. When 
Manvers said, "Let us instruct him a little," he 
took snufF and replied that he feared previous 
"instruction" might have created a prejudice. He 
undertook, however, to see him privately before 
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judgment was delivered, but intimated t\ 
must have a very free hand. 

Manvers* rejoinder took the shape of a 
cheque with his signature upon it Th 
vocate, fanning himself with it in an abst 
manner, went on to advise the greatest a 
in the witness-box. "Beware of irritation, 
sir," he said. "The Judge will plant a ban 
here and there, you may be sure. That 
method. You learn more from an angr) 
than a cool one. For my own part," he 
on, "you know how we stand — without wit 
I shall do what I can, you may be sure." 

"I hope you will get something useful 
the prisoner," Manvers said. "A little of ] 
Est^ban's private history should be useful." 

"It would be perfectly useless, if yo 
allow me to say so," replied the advocate. 
Judge will not hear a word against a fami 
the Ramonez. So noble and so poor! P< 
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you are not aware that the Archbishop of Toledo 
is Don Luis' first cousin? That is so." 

"But is that allowed to justify his rip of a 
son in goading a girl on to murder?" cried 
Manvers. 

The advocate again took snuflf, shrugging as 
he tapped his fingers on the box. "The Ramonez 
say, you see, sir, that Don Bartolom^ may have 
threatened her, moved by jealousy. Jealousy is 
a well-understood passion here. The plea is valid 
and good." 

"Might it not stand for Manuela too?" he was 
asked. 

"I don't think we had better advance it, Don 
Osmundo," he said, .after a significant pause. 

Gil Perez, pale and all on edge, had been 
walking the room like a caged wolf. He swore 
to himself — but in English, out of politeness to 
his master. "Thata dam thief! Ah, Juez of my 
soul, if I see you twist in 'ell is good for me." 
Presently he took Manvers aside and, his eyes 
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full of tears, asked him, "Sir, you escusa Manuela, 
if you please. She maka story ver* bad to 'ear. 
She no like — I see 'er red as fire, burn like the 
devil, sir. She ver' unfortunata girl — too beauti- 
ful to live. And all these 'ogs — Oh, my God, 
what can she do?" He opened his arms, and 
turned his pinched face to the sky. "What can 
she do. Oh, my God?" he cried. "So beautiful 
as a rose, an* so poor, and so a child! You 
sorry, sir, hey?" he asked, and Manv^rs said he 
was more sorry than he could say. 

That comforted him. He kissed his master's 
hand, and then told him that Manuela was glad 
that he knew all about her. "She dam glad, 
sir, that I know. She say. to me las' night— 
'What I shall tell the Juez will be the very truth. 
Senor Don Osmundo shall know what I am,' she 
say. *To 'im I could never say it. To thata 
Juez too easy say it. To-morrow,' she say, *'e 
know me for what I am — too bad girl!'" 

"I thmk she is a noble girl," said Manvers. 
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"She's got more courage in her little finger than 
I have in my body. She's a girl in a thou- 
sand." 

Gil Perez glowed, and lifted up his beaten 
head. "Esplendid — eh?" he cried out "By 
God, I serve 'er on my knees!" 

On returning to the court, the beard and 
patient face of Fray Juan greeted our friend. He 
had very little to testify, save that he was sure 
the Englishman had known nothing of the crime. 
The prisoner had told him her story without 
haste or passion. He had been struck by that. 
She said that she killed Don Bartolome in a 
hurry lest he should kill both her and her bene- 
factor. She had not informed him, nor had he 
reported to the gentleman, that she was going to 
Madrid. The Englishman said that he intended 
to find her, and witness had strongly advised him 
against it. He had told him that his motives 
would be misunderstood. "As, in fact, they have 

been, brother?" the advocate suggested. Fray 

13* 
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Juan raised his eyebrows, and sighed. " Qmum 
sabe?" was his answer. 

Manvers then stood up and spoke his testi- 
mony. He gave the facts as the reader knows 
them, and made it clear that Manuda was in 
terror of Est^ban from the moment he appeared, 
and even before he appeared. He had noticed 
that she frequently glanced behind them as they 
rode, and had asked her the reason. Her fear 
of him in the wood was manifest, and he blamed 
himself greatly for leaving her alone with the 
young man. 

"I was new to the country, you must under- 
stand," he said. "I could see that there was 
some previous acquaintance between those two, 
but could not guess that it was so serious. I 
thought, however, that they had made up their 
differences and gone off together when I returned 
from bathing. When Fray Juan showed me the 
body and told me what had been done I was 
very much shocked. It had been, in one sense, 
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my fault, for if I had not rescued her, Est^ban 
would not have suspected me, or intended my 
death. That I saw at once; and my desire 
of meeting Manuela again was that I might defend 
her from the consequences of an act which I had, 
in that one sense, brought about — to which she 
had, at any rate, been driven on my account" 

"I will ask you, sir," said the Judge, "one 
question upon that. Was that also your motive 
in having the crucifix set in pure gold?" 

"No," said Manvers, "not altogether. I doubt 
if I can explain that to you." 

"I am of that opinion myself," said the Judge, 
with an elaborate bow. "But the court will be 
interested to hear you." 

The court was. 

"This girl," Manvers said, "was plainly most 
unfortunate. She was ragged, poorly fed, had 
been ill-used, and was being shamefully handled 
when I first saw her. I snatched her out of the 
hands of the wretches who would have torn her to 



I 98 THE SPANISH JADE. 

pieces if I had not interfered. From beginning to 
end I never saw more shocking treatment of a 
woman than I saw at Palencia. Not to have inter- 
fered would have shamed me for life. What then? 
I rescued her, as I say, and she showed herself 
grateful in a variety of ways. Then Esteban 
Vincaz came up and chose to treat me as her 
lover. I believe he knew better, and think that 
my horse and haversack had more to do with it. 
Well, I left Manuela with hun in the wood- 
hardly, I may suggest, the act of a lover — and 
never saw Esteban alive again. But I believe 
Manuela's story absolutely; I am certain she would 
not lie at such a time, or to such a man as Fray 
Juan. The facts were extraordinary, and her 
crime, done as it was in defence of myself, was 
heroic — or I thought so. Her leaving of the 
crucifix was, to me, a proof of her honest inten- 
tion. I valued the gift, partly for the sake of the 
giver, partly for the act which it commemorated. 
She had received a small service from me, and 
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had returned it fifty-fold by an act of desperate 
courage. To crown her charity, she left me all 
that she had in the world. I do not wonder 
myself at what I did. I took the crucifix to a 
jeweller at Valladolid, had it set as I thought it 
deserved — and I see now that I did her there a 
cruel wrong." 

"Permit me to say, sir," said the triumphant 
Judge, "that you also did Don Luis Ramonez a 
great service. Through your act, however in- 
tended, he has been enabled to bring a criminal 
to justice." 

"I beg pardon," said Manvers, "she brought 
herself to justice — so soon as Don Luis Ramonez 
sent his assassin out to stab me in the back, and 
in the dark. And this again was a proof of her 
heroism, since she thought by these means to 
satisfy his craving for human blood." 

Manvers spoke incisively and with severity. 
The court thrilled, and the murmuring was on his 
side. The Judge was much disturbed. Manuela 



200 THE SPANISH JADE. 

alone maintained her calm, sitting like a pensive 
Hebe, her cheek upon her hand. 

The Judge's annoyance was extreme. It tempted 
him to wrangle. 

"I beg you, sir, to restrain yourself. The 
court cannot listen to extraneous matter. It is 
concerned with the consideration of a serious 
crime. The illustrious gentleman of your reference 
mourns the loss of his only son." 

"I fail," said Manvers, "to see how my violent 
death can assuage his grief." The Judge was not 
the only person in court to raise his eyebrows; if 
Manvers had not been angry he would have seen 
the whole assembly in the same act, and been 
certified that they were not with him now. His 
advocate whispered him urgently to sit down. 
He did, still mystified. The Judge immediately 
retired to consider his judgment 

Manvers' advocate lefi; the court and was 
away for an hour. He returned very sedately to 
his place, with the plainly expressed intention of 
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saying nothing. The court buzzed with talk, 
much of it directed at the beautiful prisoner, 
whose person, bearing, motives, and fate were 
freely discussed. Oddly enough, at that moment, 
half the men in the hall were ready to protect 
her. 

Manvers felt his heart beating, but could 
neither think nor speak coherently. If Manuel a 
were to be condemned to death, what was he to 
do? He knew not at all; but the crisis to which 
his own affairs and his own life were now brought 
turned him cold. He dared not look at Gil Perez. 
The minutes dragged on 

The Judge entered the court and sat in his 
chair. He looked very much like a codfish — 
with his gaping mouth and foolish eyes. He 
pulled one of his long whiskers and inspected the 
end of it; detected a split hair, separated it from 
its happier fellows, shut his eyes, gave a vicious 
wrench to it and gasped as it parted. Then he 
stared at the assembly before him, as if to catch 
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them laughing, frowned at Manvers, who sat he- 
fore him with folded arms; lastly he turned to the 
prisoner, who stood up and looked him in the 
face. 

"Manuela," he said, "you stand condemned 
upon your own confession of murder in the first 
degree — murder of a gentleman who had been 
your benefactor, of whose life and protection you 
desired, for reasons of your own, to be ridded. 
The court is clear that you are guilty and cannot 
give you any assurance that your surrender to 
justice has assisted the ministers of justice. Those 
diligent guardians would have found you sooner 
or later, you may be sure. If anyone is to be 
thanked it is, perhaps, the foreign gentleman, 
whose candour" — and here he had the assurance 
to make Manvers a bow — "whose candour, I say, 
has favourably impressed the court But, never- 
theless, the court, in its clemency, is willing to 
allow you the merits of your intention. It is true 
that justice would have been done without your 
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confession; but it may be allowed that you desired 
to stand well with the laws, after having violated 
them in an outrageous manner. It is this desire 
of yours which inclines the court to mercy. I 
shall not inflict the last penalty upon you, nor 
exact the uttermost farthing which your crime 
deserves. The court is willing to believe that you 
are penitent, and condemns you to perpetual se- 
clusion in the Institution of the Recogidas de Santa 
Maria Magdalena." 

Manuela was seen to close her eyes; but she 
collected herself directly. She looked once, 
piercingly, at Manvers, then surrendered herself 
to him who touched her on the shoulder, turned, 
and went out of the court. 

Everybody was against her now: they jeered, 
howled, hissed and cursed her. A spoiled play- 
thing had got its deserts. Manvers turned upon 
them in a white fury. "Dogs," he cried, "will 
nothing shame you?" But nobody seemed to 
hear or heed him at the moment, and Gil Perez 
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whispered in his ear, "That no good, master. 
This canalla all the same swine. You come with 
me, sir, I tell you dam good thing." He had re- 
covered his old jauntiness, and swaggered before 
his master, clearing the way with oaths and 
threatenings. 

Manvers followed him in a very stern mood. 
By the door he felt a touch on the arm, and 
turning, saw a tall, elderly gentleman cloaked in 
black. He recognised him at once by his hollow 
eye-sockets and smouldering, deeply set eyes. 
"You will remember me, seiior caballero, in the 
shop of Sebastian the goldsmith," he said; and 
Manvers admitted it He received another bow, 
and the reminder. "We met again, I think, in 
the Church of Las Angustias in Valladolid." 

"Yes, indeed," Manvers said, "I remember 
you very well." 

"Then you remember, no doubt, sa3ring to me 
with regard to your crucifix, which I had seen in 
Sebastian's hands, then in your own, that it was 
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a piece of extravagance on your part. You will 
not withdraw that statement to-day, I suppose." 

That which lay latent in his words was be- 
trayed by the gleam of cold fire in his eyes. 
Man vers coloured. "You have this advantage of 
me, seiior," he said, "that you know to whom you 
are speaking, and I do not." 

"It is very true, Seiior Don Osmundo," the 
gentleman said severely. "I will enlighten you. 
I am Don Luis Ramonez de Alavia, at your 
service." 

Manvers turned white. He had indeed made 
Manuela pay double. So much for sentiment in 
Spain. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
THE HERALD. 

A CARD of ample size and flourished characters, 
bearing the name of El Marques de Fuenterrabia, 
was brought up by Gil Perez. 

"Who is he?" Manvers inquired; and Gil 
waved his hand. 

"This olda gentleman," he explained, "'e 
come Embassador from Don Luis. 'E say, *What 
you do next, Senor Don Osmundo?' You tell 
'im, sir — is my advice." 

"But I don't know what I am going to do," 
said Manvers irritably. "How the deuce should I 
know?" 

"You tell 'im that, sir," Gil said softly. "Thata 
best of all." 

"What do you mean?" 
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"I mean, sir, then 'e tell you what Don Luis, 'e do." 

"Show him in," said Manvers. 

The Marques de Fuenterrabia was a white- 
whiskered, irascible personage, of stately manners 
and slight stature. He wore a blue frock-coat, 
and nankeen trousers over riding-boots. His face 
was one uniform pink, his eyes small, fierce, and 
blue. They appeared to emit heat as well as 
light; for it was a frequent trick of their proprietor's 
to snatch at his spectacles and wipe the mist 
from them with a bandana handkerchief. Un- 
glazed, his eyes showed a blank and indiscriminate 
ferocity which Manvers found exceedingly comical. 

They bowed to each other — the Marques with 
ceremonious cordiality, Manvers with the stiffness 
of an Englishman to an unknown visitor. Gil 
Perez hovered in the background, as it were, on 
the tips of his toes. 

The Marques, having made his bow, said no- 
thing. His whole attitude seemed to imply, "Well, 
what next?" 
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Manvers said that he was at his service; an(^ 
then the Marques explained himself. 

"My friend, Don Luis Ramonez de Alavia," 
he said, "has entrusted me with his confidence. 
It appears that a series of occurrences, involving 
his happiness, honour and dignity at once, can be 
traced to your Excellency's intromission in his 
affairs. I take it that your Excellency does not 
deny " 

"Pardon me," Manvers said, "I deny it ab- 

% 
solutely." 

The Marques was very much annoyed. "Que! 
Quel" he muttered and snatched on his spectacles. 
Glaring ferociously at them, he wiped them with 
his bandana. 

"If Don Luis really imagines that I compassed 
the death of his son," said Manvers, "I suppose 
he has his legal remedy. He had better have me 
arrested and have done with it." 

The Marques, his spectacles on, gazed at the 
speaker with astonishment "Is it possible, sir, 
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that you can so misconceive the mind of a gentle- 
man as to suggest legal process in an affair of the 
kind? Whatever my friend Don Luis may con- 
sider you, he could not be guilty of such a 
discourtesy. One may think he is going too far 
in the other direction, indeed-— though one is 
debarred from saying so under the circumstances. 
But I am not here to bandy words with you. My 
friend Don Luis commissions me to ask your Ex- 
cellency for the name of a friend, to whom the 
arrangements may be referred for ending a pain- 
ful controversy in the usual manner. If you will 
be so good as to oblige me, I need not intrude 
upon you again.*' 

"Do you mean to suggest, sefior Marques," 
said Manvers, after a pause, "that I am to meet 
Don Luis on the field?" 

"Pardon?" said the Marques, in such a way 
as to answer the question. 

"My dear sir," he was assured, "I would just 
as soon fight my grandfather. The thing is pre- 
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posterous." The Marques gasped for air, but 
Manvers continued. "Had your friend's age beea 
anywhere near my own, I doubt if I could have 
gratified him after what took place the other day. 
He caused a man of his to stab me in the back 
as I was walking down a dark street In my 
country we call that a dastard's act." 

The Marques started, and winced as if he 
was hurt; but he remembered himself and the 
laws of warfare, and when he spoke it was within 
the extremes of politeness. 

"I confess, sir," he said, "that I was not pre- 
pared for your refusal It puts me in a dehcate 
position, and to a certain extent I must involve 
my friend also. It is my duty to declare to you 
that it is Don Luis' intention to break the laws 
of Spain. An outrage has been committed against 
his house and blood which one thing only can 
efface. Moved by extreme courtesy, Don Luis 
was prepared to take the remedy of gentlemen; 
but since you have refused him that, he is driven 
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to the use of natural law. It will be in your 
power — I cannot deny — to deprive him of that 
also; but he is persuaded that you will not take 
advantage of it Should you show any signs of 
doing so, I am to say, Don Luis will be forced to 
consider you outside the pale of civilisation, and 
to treat you without any kind of toleration. To 
suggest such a possibility is painful to me, and I 
beg your pardon very truly for it" In truth the 
Marques looked ashamed of himself. 

Manvers considered the very oblique oration 
to which he had listened. "I hope I understand 
you, senor Marques," he said. "You intend to 
say that Don Luis means to have my life by all 
means?" 

The Marques bowed. "That is so, senor Don 
Osmundo." 

"But you suggest that it is possible that I 
might stop him by informing the authorities?" 

"No, no," said the Marques hastily, "I did 
not suggest that. The authorities would never 

14* 
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interfere. The British Embassy might perhaps be 
persuaded — but you will do me the justice to 
admit that I apologised for the suggestion." 

"Oh, by all means," said Manvers. "You 
thought pretty badly of me — but not so badly as 
all that" 

"Quite so," said the Marqu6s; and then the 
surprising Gil Perez descended from mid-air, and 
bowed to the stranger. 

"My master, Don Osmundo, seflor Marques, 
is incapable of such conduct," said he — and 
looked to Manvers for approval. 

He struggled with himself, but failed. His 
guffaw must out, and exploded with violent effect 
It drove the Marques back to the door, and sent 
Gil Perez scudding on tiptoe to the window. 

"You are magnificent, all of you!" cried 
Manvers. "You flatter me into connivance. Let 
me state the case exactly. Don Luis is to stab 
or shoot me at sight, and I am to give him a free 
hand. Is that what you mean? Admirable. But 
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let me ask you one question. Am I not supposed 
to protect myself?" 

The Marques stared. "I don't think I per- 
fectly understand you, Don Osmundo. Reprisals 
are naturally open to you. We declare war, that 
is all." 

"Oh," said Manvers. "You declare war? 
Then I may go shooting, too?" 

"Naturally," said the Marques. "That is 
understood." 

"No dam fear about that," said Gil Perez to 
his master. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 
LA RECOGIDA. 

Sister Chucha, the nun who took first 
charge of newcomers to the Penitentiary, was fat 
and kindly, and not very discreet It was her 
business to measure Manuela for a garb and to 
see to the cutting of her hair. She told the girl 
that she was by far the most handsome penitent 
she had ever had under her hands. 

"It is a thousand pities to cut all this beauty 
away," she said; "for it is obvious you will want 
it before long. So far as that goes you will find 
the cap not unbecoming; and Til see to it that 
you have a piece of looking-glass — though, by 
ordinary, that is forbidden. Good gracious, child, 
what a figure you have! If I had had one 
quarter of your good fortune I should never have 
been religious." 
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She went on to describe the rules of the In- 
stitution, the hours and nature of the work, the 
offices in Chapel, the recreation times and hours 
for meals. Manuela, she said, was not the build 
for rope and mat work. 

"I shall get Reverend Mother to put you to 
housework, I think," she said. "That will give 
you exercise, and the chance of an occasional 
peep at the window. You don't deserve it, I 
fancy; but you are so handsome that I have 
a weakness for you. All you have to do is to 
speak fakly to Father Vicente and curtsey 
to the Reverend Mother whenever you see 
her. Above all, no tantrums. Leave the others 
alone, and they'll let you alone. There's not one 
of them but has her scheme for getting away, or 
her friend outside. That's occupation enough for 
her. It will be the same with you. Your friends 
will find you out You'll have a novio spending 
the night m the street before to-morrow's over 
unless I am very much mistaken." She patted 
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her chedL ''III do idiat I can for joa, mjr 
dear." 

Manaela curtseyed, and thanlreH the good 
nun. ''All I have to do,** she said, "is to rq[>ent 
of my sin — niiich has become very horrible to 
me.** 

"La-la-la!'* cried Sister Chudia. "Keep that 
for Father Vicente, if you please, my dear. That 
is his afiair. Our patroness led a jdly life before 
she was a saint No doubt, you should not have 
stabbed Don Bartolome, and of course the Ra- 
monez would never overlook such a thing. But 
we all understand that you must save your own 
skin if you could — that's very reasonable. And 
I hear that there was another reason." Here she 
chucked her chin. "I don't wonder at it," she 
said with a meaning smile. 

The girl coloured and hung her head. St 
was still quivering with the shame of her pub' 
torture. She could still see Manvers' eyes st 
chilly at the wall before them, and believe tl 
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to grow colder with each stave of her admissions. 
Her one consolation lay in the thought that she 
could please him by amendment and save him 
by a conviction; so it was hard to be petted by 
Sister Chucha. She would have welcomed the 
whip, would have hugged it to her bosom — the 
rod of Salvation, she would have called it; but 
compliments on her beauty, caresses of cheek 
and chin — was she not to be allowed to be good? 
As for escape, she had no desire for that She 
could love her Don Osmundo best from a dis- 
tance. What was to be gained, but shame, by 
seeing him? 

Her shining hair was cut off; the cap, the 
straight prison garb were put on. She stood up, 
slim-necked, an arrowy maid, with her burning 
face and sea-green eyes chastened by real humility. 
She made a good confession to Father Vicente, 
and took her place among her mates. 

It was true, what Sister Chucha had told her. 

« 
Every penitent in that great and gaunt building 
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was thrilled with one persistent hope, worked 
patiently with that in view, and under its spell 
refrained from violence or clamour. There was 
not one face of those files of grey-gowned girls 
which, at stated hours, entered the chapel, knelt 
at the altar, or stooped at painful labour through 
the stifling days, which did not show a gleam. 
Stupid, vacant, vicious, morose, pretty, sparkling, 
whatever the face might be, there was that ex- 
pectation to redeem or enhance it, to make it 
human, to make it womanish. There was, or 
there would be, some day, any day, a lover out- 
side — to whom it would be the face of all faces. 

Manuela had not been two hours in the com- 
pany of her fellow-prisoners before she was told 
that there were two ways of escape from the 
Recogidas. Religion or marriage these were; but 
the religious alternative was not discussed. 

Sister Chucha, it transpired, had chosen that 
way — "But do you wonder?" cried the girl who 
told Manuela, with shrill scorn. Most of the 
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sisters had once been penitents — "Vaya/ Look 
at them, my dear!" cried this young Amazon, 
conscious of her own charms. 

She was a plump Andalusian, black-eyed, 
merry, and quick to change her moods. Love 
had sent her to Saint Mary Magdalene, and love 
would take her out again. 

That Chucha, she owned, was a kind soul. 
She always put the pretty ones to housework — 
"it gives us a chance at the windows. I have 
Fernando, who works at the sand-carting in the 
river. He never fails to look up this way. Some 
day he will ask for me." She peered at herself 
in a pail of water, and fingered her cap daintily. 
"How does my skirt hang now, Manuela? Too 
short, I fancy. Did you ever see such shoes as 
they give you here! Lucky that nobody can 
see you." 

This was the strain of everybody's talk in the 
House of Las Recogidas — in the whitewashed 
galleries where they walked in squads under the 
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eye of a nun who sat reading a good book against 
the wall, in the court where they lay in the shade 
to rest, prone, with their faces hidden in their 
arms, or with knees huddled up and eyes fixed 
in a stare. They talked to each other in the 
hoarse, tearful staccato of Spain, which, beginning 
low, seems to gather force and volume as it runs, 
until, like a beck in flood, it carries speaker and 
listener over the bar and into tossing waves of 
yeasty water. 

Manuela, through all, kept her thoughts to 
herself, and spoke nothing of her own a£fairs. 
There may have been others like her, fixed to 
the great achievement of justifying themselves to 
their own standard: she had no means of knowing. 
Her standard was this, that she had purged her- 
self by open confession to the man whom she 
loved. She was clean, sweetened and full of 
heart All she had to do was to open wide her 
house that holiness might enter in. 

Besides this she had, at the moment, the con- 
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sciousness of a good action; for she firmly be- 
lieved that by her surrender to the law she had 
again saved Manvers from assassination. If Don 
Luis could only cleanse his honour by blood, he 
now had her heart's blood. That should suffice 
him. She grew happier as the days went on. 

Meanwhile it was remarked upon by Mercedes 
and Dolores, and half a dozen more, that dis- 
tinguished strangers came to the gallery of the 
chapel. The outlines of them could be descried 
through the grille; for behind the grille was a 
great white window which threw them into high 
relief. 

It was the fixed opinion of Mercedes and 
Dolores that Manuela had a novio. 
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CHAPTER XVnL 
THE 360TIO. 

It is tme that Mamnas had gone to the 
Chapd of the Reoqgidas to look for, or to look 
at, Mannda. This fonned the ooe amasing 
episode in his week's round in Madrid, where 
otherwise he was extremdy bored, and where 
he only remained to give Don Luis a chance of 
waging his war. 

To be shot at in the street, or stabbed in 
the back as you are hc»ning throogh the dusk 
are, to be sure, not everybody's amusements, and 
in an ordinary way they were not those of Mr. 
Manvers. But he found that his life gained a 
zest by being threatened with deprivation, and so 
long as that zest lasted he was willing to oblige 
Don Luis. The weather was insufferably hot, one 
could only be abroad early in the morning or 
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late at night — both the perfection of seasons for 
the assassin's game. 

Yet nothing very serious had occurred during 
the week following the declaration of war. Gil 
Perez could not find Tormillo, and had to de- 
clare that his suspicions of a Manchegan teamster, 
who had jostled his master in the Puerta del Sol 
and made as if to draw his knife, were without 
foundation. What satisfied him was that the 
Manchegan, that same evening, stabbed some- 
body else to death. "That show 'e is good fellow 
— too much after 'is enemy," said Gil Perez 
affably. So Manvers felt justified in his refusal 
to wear mail or carry either revolver or sword- 
stick; and by the end of the week he forgot that 
he was a marked man. 

On Sunday he told Gil Perez that he intended 
to visit the Chapel of the Recogidas. The rogue's 
face twinkled. "Good, sir, good. We go. I 
show you Manuela all-holy like a nun. I know 
whata she do. Look for 'eaven all day. That 
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Chucha she tell me something — and the portero, 
'e damgood fellow." 

Resplendent in white duck trousers, Mr. Man- 
vers was remarked upon by a purely native com- 
pany of sightseers. Quick-eyed ladies in mantillas 
were there, making play with their fans and scent- 
bottles; attendant cavaliers foimd something of 
which to whisper in the cool-faced Englishman 
with his fair beard, blue eyes, and eye-glass, 
his air of detachment, which disguised his real 
feelings, and of readiness to be entertained, which 
they misinterpreted. 

The facts were that he was painfully involved 
in Manuela's fate, and uncomfortably near being 
in love again with the lovely unfortunate. She 
was no longer a pretty thing to be kissed, no 
longer even a handsome murderess; she was be- 
come a heroine, a martyr, a thing enskied and 
sainted. 

He had seen more than he had been meant 
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to see during his ordeal in the Audiencia — her 
consciousness of himself, for instance, as revealed 
in that last dying look she had given him, that 
long look before she turned and followed her 
gaolers out of court He guessed at her agonies 
of shame, he understood how it was that she had 
courted it; in fine, he knew very well that her 
heart was in his keeping — and that's a dangerous 
possession for a man already none too sure of the 
whereabouts of his own. 

When the organ music thrilled and opened, 
and the Recogidas filed in — some hundred of 
them — his heart for a moment stood still, as he 
scanned them through the gloom. They were 
dressed exactly alike in dull clinging grey, all 
wore close-fitting white caps, were nearly all dead- 
white in the face. They all shuffled, as convicts 
do when they move close-ordered to their work 
afield. 

It shocked him that he utterly failed to 
identify Manuela — and it brought him sharply to 
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his better senses that Gil Perez saw her at once. 
"See her there, master, see there my beautiful," 
the man groaned under his breath, and Manvers 
looked where he pointed, and saw her; but now 
the glamour was gone. Gil was her declared 
lover. The Squire of Somerset could not stoop 
to be his valet's rival. 

The Squire of Somerset, however, observed 
that she held herself more stiffly than her co- 
mates, and shuffled less. The prison garb clothed 
her like a weed; she had the trick of wearing 
clothes so that they draped the figure, not con- 
cealed it, were as wax upon it, not a cerement 
That which fell shapeless and heavily from the 
shoulders of the others, upon her seemed to grow 
rather from the waist — to creep upwards over the 
shoulders, as ivy steals clinging over a statue in 
a park. Here, said he, is a maiden that cannot 
be hid. Call her a murderess, she remains per- 
fect woman; call her convict, Magdalen, she is 
some man's solace. He looked at Gil Perez, 
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motionless and intent by his side, and heard his 
short breath: There is her mate, he thought to 
himself, and was saved. 

They filed out as they had come in. They 
all stood, turned towards the exit, and waited 
until they were directed to move. Then they fol- 
lowed each other like sheep through a gateway, 
looking, so far as he could see, at nothing, ex- 
pecting nothing, and remembering nothing. A 
down-trodden herd, he conceived them, their wits 
dulled by toil. He was not near enough to see 
the gleam which kept them alive. Nuns gave 
them their orders with authoritative hands, quick 
always, and callous by routine, probably not in- 
tended to be so harsh as they appeared. He saw 
one girl pushed forward by the shoulder with 
such suddenness that she nearly fell; another 
flinched at a passionate command; another scowled 
as she passed her mistress. He watched to see 
how Manuela, who had come in one of the first 
and must go out one of the last, would bear her- 
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self, and was relieved by a pretty and enhearten- 
ing episode. 

Manuela, as she passed, drew her hand along 
the top of the bench with a lingering, trailing 
touch. It encountered that of the nun in com- 
mand, and he saw the nun's hand enclose and 
press the penitent's. He saw Manuela's look of 
gratitude, and the nun's smiling affection; he be- 
lieved that Manuela blushed. That gratified him 
extremely, and enlarged his benevolent intention. 

Had Gil Perez seen it? He thought not. Gil 
Perez' black eyes were fixed upon Manuela's form. 
They glittered like a cat's when he watches a 
bird in a shrubbery. The valet was quite unlike 
himself as he followed his master homewards and 
asked leave of absence for the evening — for the 
first time in his period of service. Manvers had 
no doubt at all how that evening was spent — in 
rapt attention below the barred windows of the 
House of the Recogidas. 

That was so. Gil Perez "played the bear," 
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as they call it, from dusk till the small hours — 
perfectly happy, in a rapture of adoration which 
the Squire of Somerset could never have realised. 
All the romance which, if we may believe Cer- 
vantes, once transfigured the life of Spain, and 
gilded the commonest acts till they seemed con- 
fident appeals for the applause of God, feats 
boldly done under Heaven's thronged barriers, is 
nowadays concentred in this one strange vigil 
which all lovers have to keep. 

Gil Perez the quick, the admirable servant, 
the jaunty adventurer, the assured rogue, had 
vanished. Here he stood beneath the stars, 
breathing prayers and praises — not a little valet 
sighing for a convicted Magdalen, but a young 
knight keeping watch beneath his lady's tower. 
And he was not alone there: at due intervals 
along the frowning walls were posted other servants 
of the sleeping girls behind them^ other knights 
at watch and ward. 

The prayer he breathed was the prayer 
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breathed too for Dolores or Mercedes in prison. 
"Virgin of Atocha, Virgin of the Pillar, Virgin of 
Sorrow, of Divine Compassion, send happy sleep 
to thy handmaid Manuela, shed the dew of thy 
love upon her eyelids, keep smooth her brows, 
keep innocent her hps. Dignify me, thy servant, 
Gil Perez, more than other men, that I may be 
worthy to sustain this high honour of love." 

His eyes never wavered from a certain upper 
window. It was as blank as all the rest, differed 
in no way from any other of a row of five-and- 
twenty. To him it was the pride of the great 
building. 

"O fortunate stars!" he whispered to himself, 
"that can look through these and see my love 
upon her bed. O rays too much blessed, that 
can kiss her eyelids, and touch lightly upon the 
scented strands of her hair! O breath of the 
night, than can fan in her white neck and stroke 
her arm stretched out over the coverlet! To 
you, night-wind, and to you, stars, I give an er- 
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rand; you shall take a message from me to lovely 
Manuela of the golden tresses. Tell her that I 
am watching out the dark; tell her that no harm 
shall come to her. Whisper in her ear, mingle 
with her dreams, and tell her that she has a lover. 
Tell her also that the nights in Madrid are not 
like those in Valencia, and that she would do well 
to cover her arm and shoulder up lest she catch 
cold, and suffer." 

There spoke the realist, the romantic realist 
of Spain; for it is to be observed that Gil Perez 
did not know at all whereabouts Manuela lay 
asleep, and could not, naturally, know whether 
her arm was out of bed or in it He had for- 
gotten also that her hair had been cut off — but 
these are trifles. Happy he! he had forgotten 
much more than that 

When Manvers told him that he intended to 
pay Manuela a visit on the day allowed, Gil 
Perez suffered the tortures of the damned. 
Jealous rage consumed his vitals like a corroding 
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acid, which reason and loyalty had no power to 
assuage. Yet reason and loyalty played out their 
allotted parts, and it had been a fine sight to 
see Gil grinning and gibbering at his own white 
face in the looking-glass, shaking his fijiger at it 
and saying to it, in English (since it was his 
master's shaving-glass), "Gil Perez, my fellow, you 
shut up!" He said it many times, for he had 
nothing else to say — ^jealousy deprived him of his 
wits; and he felt better for the discipline. When 
Manvers returned there was no sign upon Gil's 
brisk person of the stormy conflict which had 
ravaged it 

Manvers had seen her and, by Sister Chucha's 
charity, had seen her alone. The poor girl had 
fallen at his feet and would have kissed them if 
he had not lifted her up. "No, my dear, no," 
he said; "it is I who ought to kneel You have 
done wonders for me. You are as brave as a 
lion, Manuela; but I must get you away from this 
place." 
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"No, no, Don Osmundo," she cried, flushing 
up, "indeed I am better here." She stood be- 
fore him, commanding herself, steeling herself in 
the presence of this man she loved against any 
hint of her beating heart 

He had himself well in hand. Her beauty, 
her distress and misfortune could not touch him 
now. All that he had for her was admiration 
and pure benevolence. Fatal ofi"erings for a 
woman inflamed: so soon as she perceived it her 
courage was needed for another tussle. Her 
blood lay like lead in her veins, her heart sank 
to the deeps of her, and she must screw it back 
again to the work of the day. 

He took her hand, and she let him have it. 
What could it matter now what he had of hers? 
"Manuela," he said, "there is a way of freedom 
for you, if you will take it A man loves you 
truly, and asks nothing better than to work for 
you. I know him; he's been a good friend to me. 
Will you let me pay you ofi" my d^bt? His name 
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is Gil Perez. Yoa have seen him, I know. He's 
an honest man, mj dear, and loves you to dis- 
traction. What are joa going to say to him if 
he asks for you?** 

She stood, handfasted to the man who had 
kissed her — and in kissing her had drawn out 
her soul through her hps; who now was pleading 
that another man might have her dead lips. The 
mockery of the thing might have made a worse 
woman laugh horribly; but this was a woman 
made pure by love. She saw no mockery, no 
discrepancy in what he asked her. She knew he 
was in earnest and wished her nothing but 
good. 

And she could see, without knowing that she 
saw, how much he desired to be rid of his 
obligation to her. Therefore, she reasoned, she 
would be serving him again if she agreed to what 
he proposed. Here — if laughing had been her 
mood — was matter for laughter, that when he 
tried to pay her off he was really getting deeper 



THE NOVIO. 235 

into debt. Look at it in this way. You owe a 
fine suniy principal and interest, to a Jew; you go 
to him and propose to borrow again of him in 
order that you may pay off the first debt and be 
done with it. The Jew might laugh but he would 
lend; and Manuela, who hoarded love, hugged to 
her heart the new bond she was offered. The 
deeper he went into debt the more she must lend 
him! There was pleasure in this — shrill pleasure 
not far off from pain; but she was a child of 
pleasure, and must take what she could get. 

Her grave eyes, uncurtained, searched his 
face. "Is this what you desire me to do? Is 
this what you ask of me?" 

"My dear," said he, "I desire your freedom. 
I desire to see you happy and cared for. I must 
go away. I must go home. I shall go more 
willingly if I know that I have provided for my 
friend." 

She urged a half-hearted plea. "I am very 
well here, Don Osmundo. The sisters are kind 
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to me, the work is light I might be happy 
here " 

"What!" he cried, "in prison!" 

"It is what I deserve," she said; but he would 
not hear of it 

"You are here through my blunders," he in- 
sisted. "If I hadn't left you with that scoundrel 
in the wood this would never have happened. 

And there's another thing which I must say " 

He grew very serious. "I'm ashamed of myself 
— but I must say it" She looked at her hands 
in her lap, knowing what was coming. 

"They said, you know, that Est^ban must 
have thought me your lover." She sat as still as 
death. "Well— I was." 

Not a word from her. "My dear," he went 
on painfully — for Eleanor Vernon's dear grey eyes 
were on him now, "I must tell you that I did 
what I had no business to do. There's a lady in 
England who — whom — I was carried away — I 
thought " He stopped, truly shocked at what 
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he had thought her to be. "Now that I know 
you, Manuela, I tell you fairly I behaved like a 
villain." 

Her face was flung up like that of a spurred 
horse; she was on the point to reveal herself, — to 
tell him that in that act of his lay all her glory. 
But she stopped in time, and resumed her droop- 
ing, and her dejection. "I must serve him still — 
serve him always," was her burden. 

"I was your lover truly," he continued, "after 
I knew what you had risked for me, what you 
had brought yourself to do for me. Not before 
that Before that, I had been a thief — a brute. 
But after it, I loved you — and then I had your 
cross set in gold — and betrayed you into Don 
Luis' mad old hands. All this trouble is my fault 
— you are here through me — you must be got out 
through me. Gil Perez is a better man than I 
am ever likely to be. He loves you sincerely. 
He loved you before you gave yourself up. You 
know that, I expect . . ." 
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She knew it, of course, perfectly well, but she 
said nothing. 

"He wouldn't wish to bustle you into marriage, 
or anything of the sort. He's a gentleman, is Gil 
Perez, and I shall see that he doesn't ask for you 
empty-handed. I am sure he can make you 
happy; and I tell you fairly that the only way I 
can be happy myself is to know that I have made 
you amends." He got up — at the end of his 
resources. "Let me leave his case before you. 
He'll plead it in his own way, you'll find. I can't 
help thinking that you must know what the state 
of his feelings is. Think of him as kindly as you 
can — and think of me, too, Manuela, as a man 
who has done you a great wrong, and wants to 
put himself right if he may." He held out his 
hand. "Good-bye, my dear. I'll see you again, 
I hope — or send a better man." 

"Good-bye, Don Osmundo," she said, and 
gave him her hand. He pressed it and went 
away, feeling extremely satisfied with the hour's 
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work. Eleanor Vernon's clear grey eyes smiled 
approvingly upon him. "Damn it all," he said to 
himself, "IVe got that tangle out at last" He 
began to think of England — Somersetshire — 
Eleanor — partridges. "I shall get home, I hope, 
by the first," he said. 

"He's a splendour, your novio, Manuelita," 
said Sister Chucha, and emphasised her approval 
with a kiss. "Fie!" she cried, "what a cold 
cheek! The cheek of a dead woman. And you 
with a hidalgo for your novio!" 
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CHAPTER XIX. 
THE WAR OPENS. 

Returning from his visit, climbing the Calle 
Mayor at that blankest hour of the summer day 
when the sun is at his fiercest, raging vertically 
down upon a street empty of folk, but glittering 
like glass and radiant with quivering air, Manvers 
was shot at from a distance, so far as he could 
judge, of thirty yards. He heard the ball go 
shrilling past him and then splash and flatten 
upon a church wall beyond. He turned quickly, 
but could see nothing. Not a sign of life was 
upon the broad way, not a curtain was lifted, not 
a shutter swung apart To all intents and pur- 
poses he was upon the Castilian plains. 

Unarmed though he was, he went back upon 
his traces down the hill, expecting at any moment 
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that the assassin would flare out upon him and 
shoot him down at point-blank. He went back 
in all some fifty yards. There was no man in 
lurking that he could discover. After a few mo- 
ments' irresolution — whether to stand or proceed 
— he decided that the sooner he was within walls 
the better. He turned again and walked briskly 
towards the Puerta del Sol. 

Sixty yards or so from the great plaza, within 
sight of it, he was fired at again, and this time 
he was hit in the muscles of the left arm. He 
felt the burning sting, the shock and the aching. 
The welling of blood was a blessed relief. On 
this occasion he pushed forward, and reached his 
inn without further trouble. He sent for Gil 
Perez, who whisked off for the surgeon; by the 
time he brought one in Manvers was feverish, and 
so remained until the morning, tossing and jerking 
through the fervent night, with his arm stiff from 
shoulder to finger-points. 

"That a dam thief, sir, 'e count on you never 
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looka back," said Gil Perez, nodding grimly. 
"Capitan Rodney, 'e all the same as you. Walka 
'is blessed way, never taka no notice of anybody. 
See 'im at Sevastopol do lika that all the time. 
So then this assassin 'e creep after you lika one 
o'clock up Calle Mayor, leta fly at you twice, 
three time, four time — so longa you let 'im. You 
walka backward, 'e never shoot — you see." 

Manvers felt that to walk backwards would be 
at least as tiresome as to walk forwards and be 
shot at in a city which now held little for him but 
danger and ennui. Not even Manuela's fortunes 
could prevail against boredom. As he lay upon 
his hateful bed, disgust with Spain grew upon 
him hand over hand. He became irritable. To 
Gil Perez he announced his determination. This 
sort of thing must end. 

Gil bowed and rubbed his hands. "You go 
'ome, sir? Is besta place for you. Don Luis, *e 
kill you for sure. You go, 'e go 'ome, esleep on 
'is olda bed — too mucha satisfy." Under his 
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breath he added, "Poor Manuela — my poor beauti- 
ful! She is tormented in vain!*' 

Manvers told him what had passed in the 
House of the Recogidas. "I spoke for you, Gil. 
I think she will listen to you." 

Gil lifted up his head. "Every nighta, when 
you are asleep, sir, I estand under the wall. I 
toucha — I say *Keep safa guard of Manuela, you 
wall.' If she 'ave me I maka 'er never sorry for 
it. I love 'er too much. But I think she call me 
dirt I know all about 'er too much." 

What he knew he kept hidden; but one day 
he went to the Recogidas and asked to see Sister 
Chucha. He was obsequious, but impassioned, 
full of cajolery, but not far a moment did he try 
to impose upon his countrywoman by any assump- 
tion of omniscience. That was reserved for his 
master, and was indeed a kind of compliment to 
his needs. Sister Chucha heard him at first with 

astonishment 

i6* 



244 '^^^ SPAXJSB JADE. 

^Thes it was for joa, Gil Perez, that the 
gentleman came here?" 

Gn nodded "It was for me, sister. How 

could it be otherwise?" 

"I thought that the gentleman was interested.** 

Gil peered dosely into her iaoc •'That 
gentleman is persecnted. Manuda can save him 
from the danger he stands in — but only through 
me. Sister, I love her more than life and the 
sky, but I am content, and she will be content, 
that life shall be dumb and the sky dark if that 
gentleman may go free. Let me speak with Ma- 
nuela — you will see." 

The nun was troubled. "Too many see 
Manuela," she said. "Only yesterday there came 
here a man." 

"Ha!" said Gil Perez fiercely. "What manner 
of a man?" 

"A little man," she told him, "that came in 
creeping, rounding his shoulders — so, and swim- 
ming with his hands. He saw Manuda, and 
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left her trembling. She was white and grey — 
and very cold." 

"That man," said Gil, folding his arms, "was 
our enemy. Let me now see Manuela." 

It was more a conmiand than an entreaty. 
Sister Chucha obeyed it She went away with- 
out a word, and returned presently, leading 
Manuela by the hand. She brought her into 
the room, released her, and stood, watching and 
listening. 

Eyes leaped to meet — Manuela was on fire, 
but Gil's fire ate up hers. 

"Seiiorita, you have surrendered in vain. 
These men must have blood for blood. The 
patron lies wounded, and will die unless we save 
him. Sefiorita, you are willing, and I am willing 
— speak." 

She regarded him steadily. "You know that 
I am willing, Gil Perez." 

"It was Tormillo you saw yesterday?" 

"Yes, Tormillo— like a toad." 
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''He was sent to mock joa in your pain. 
He is a fooL We will show him a foc^ in his 
own hlceness. Are you content to die?" 

"You know that I am content" 

He turned to the nun. "Sister Chucha, you 
will let this lady ga She goes out to die — I, 
who love her, am content that she should die. 
If she dies not, she returns here. If she dies, you 
will not ask for her." 

The sister stared. "What do you mean, you 
two? How is she to die? When? Where?" 

" She is to die under the knife of Don Luis," 
said Gil Perez. "And I am to lay her 
there." 

"You, my friend! And what have you to do 
with Don Luis and his affairs?" 

"Manuela is young," said Gil, "and loves 
her life. I am young, and love Manuela more 
than life. If I take her to Don Luis and say, 
*Kill her, Sefior Don Luis, and in that act kill 
me also,' I think he will be satisfied. I can 



THE WAR OPENS. 247 

see no other way of saving the life of Don Os- 
mundo." 

"And what do you ask me to do?" the nun 
asked presently. 

"I ask you to give me Manuela presently for 
one hour or for eternity. If Don Luis rejects 
her, I bring her back to you here — on the word 
of an old Christian. If he takes her, she goes 
directly to God, where you would have her be. 
Sister Chucha," said Gil Perez finely, "I am per- 
suaded that you will help us." 

Sister Chucha looked at her hands — fat and 
very white hands. "You ask me to do a great 
deal — to incur a great danger — for a gentleman 
who is nothing to me." 

"He is everything to Manuela," said Gil 
softly. "That you know." 

"And you, Gil Perez — what is he to you?" 
This was Sister Chucha's sharpest. Gil took it 
with a blink, 

"He is my master — that is something. He 
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i^ vjfMt, to MamiHa And she s cm^dau g to 
sm:. Sister, joii ouj tnist me villi hcrT 

The mm tonied fom him to the nKXxnless 
htiMiy by her side. 

'^Voii, my ciiiid, what do jfxm saj to this pro- 
ject? Shail I let yen go?** 

MarjoeU vaveied a little. She svajrcd about 
and balanced herself with her haiid& Bat she 
quickly recovered 

''Siiler Chucha,** she said, "let me go." The 
hiAt green light from her eyes ^>oke for her. 
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CHAPTER XX. 
MEETING BY MOONLIGHT. 

By moonlight, in the sheeted park, four 
persons met to do battle for the life of Mr. 
Manvers, while he lay grumbling and burning in 
his bed, behind the curtains of it Don Luis 
Ramonez was there, the first to come — tall and 
gaunt, with undying pride in his hollow eyes, like 
a spectre of rancour kept out of the grave. Be- 
hind him Tormillo came creeping, a little restless 
man, dogging his master's footsteps, watching for 
word or sign from him. These two stood by the 
lake in the huge empty park, still under its shroud 
of white moonlight. 

Don Luis picked up the corner of his cloak 
and threw it over his left shoulder. He stalked 
stately up and down the arc of a circle which a 
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sUme seat defined. TcMiiiillo sat apoo the edge 
of the seat, his elbows on his knees, and looked 
at the ground. But he kept his master in the 
tail of his eye. Now and again, fhrtively, but 
as if he loved what he feared, he put his hand 
into his breast and felt the edge of his long knife. 

Once indeed, when Don Luis on his sentry- 
march had his back to him, he drew out the 
blade and turned it under the moon, watching 
the cold light shiver and flash up along it and 
down. Not fleck or flaw was upon it; it showed 
the moon whole within its face. This pair, 
each absorbed in his own bu»ness, waited for 
the other. 

Tormillo saw them coming, and marked it by 
rising from his seat He peered along the edge 
of the water to be sure, then he went noiselessly 
towards them, looking back often over his shoulder 
at Don Luis. But his master did not seem to 
be aware of anyone. He stood still, looking over 
the gloomy lake. 
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Tormillo, having gone half way, waited. Gil 
Perez hailed him. "Is that you, Tormillo?" 
The muffled figure of a girl by his side gave no 
sign. 

"It is I, Gif Perez. Be not afraid." 

"If I were afraid of anything, I should not be 
here. I have brought Manuela of her own will." 

"Good," said Tormillo. "Give her to me. 
We will go to Don Luis." 

"Yes, you shall take her. I will remain here. 
Senorita, will you go with him?" 

Manuela said, "I am ready." 

Tormillo turned his face away, and Gil Perez 
with passion whispered to Manuela. 

"My soul, my life, Manuela! One sign from 
you, and I kill him!" 

She turned him her rapt face. "No sign from 
me, brother — no sign from me." 

"My life," sighed Gil Perez. "Soul of my 
soul!" She held him out her hand. 

"Pray for me," she said. He snatched at her 
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hand, knelt on his knee, stooped over it, and 
then, jumping up, flnng himsdf from her. 

"Take her you, TonniUa" 

Tormillo took her by the hand, and they 
went together towards the semicircular seat, in 
whose centre stood Don Luis like a black statue. 
Soft-footed went she, swaying a little, like a gos- 
samer caught in a light wind. Don Luis half- 
turned, and saluted her. 

"Master," said Tormillo, "Manuda is here." 
As if she were a figure to be displayed he lightly 
threw back her veil. Manuda stood still and 
bowed her head to the uncovered gentleman. 

"I am ready, senor Don Luis," she said. He 
came nearer, watching her, saying nothing. 

"I killed Don Bartolome, your son," she said, 
"because I feared him. He told me that he had 
come to kill me; but I was beforehand with him 
there. It is true that I loved Don Osmundo, 
who had been kind to me." 
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"You killed my son," said Don Luis, "and 
you loved the Englishman." 

"I own the truth," she said, "and am ready 
to requite you. I thought to have satisfied you 
by giving myself up — but you have shown me 
that that was not enough. Now then I give you 
myself of my own will, if you will let Don Os- 
mundo go free. Will you make a bargain with 
me? He knew nothing of Don Bartolom^, your 
son." 

Don Luis bowed. Manuela turned her head 
slowly about to the still trees, to the sleeping 
water, to the moon in the clear sky, as if to 
greet the earth for the last time. For one mo- 
ment her eyes fell on Gil Perez afar off — on his 
knees with his hands raised to heaven. 

"I am ready," she said again, and bowed her 
head. Tormillo put into Don Luis' hands the 
long knife. Don Luis threw it out far into the 
lake. It fled like a streak of light, struck, 
skimmed along the surface, and sank without a 
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splash. He went to Manuela and put his hand 
on her shoulder. She quivered at his touch. 

"My child," said he, "I cannot touch you. 
You have redeemed yourself. Go now, and sin 
no more." 

He left her and went his way, stately, along 
the edge of the water. He stalked past Gil Perez 
at his prayers as if he saw him not — as may 
well be the case. But Gil Perez got upon his 
feet as he went by and saluted him with pro- 
found respect. 

Immediately afterwards he went like the wind 
to Manuela. He found her crying freely on the 
stone seat, her arms upon the back of it and her 
face hidden in her arms. She wept with passion; 
her sobs were pitiful to hear. Tormillo, not at 
all moved, waited for Gil Perez. 

** Esa te quiere hien que ie hace llorar," he 
said: "She loves thee well, that makes thee 
weep." 
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"I weep not," said Gil Perez; "it is she that 
weeps. As for me, I praise God." 

"Aha, Gil Perez," Tonnillo began — then he 
chuckled. "For you, my friend, there's still sun- 
light on the wall." 

Gil nodded. "I believe it." Then he looked 
fiercely at the other man. "Go you with God, 
Tormillo, and leave me with her." 

Tonnillo stared, spat on the ground. "No 
need of your * chuck chuck* to an old dog. I go, 
Gil Perez. Adios, hermano," 

Gil Perez sat on the stone seat, and drew 
Manuela's head to his shoulder. She suffered 
him. 



THE END. 
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XV. — The Califomians i v. — Patience 
Sparhawk and her Times 2 v. — Senator 
North 2 V. — The Doomswoman x v. — The 
Aristocrats i v.— The Splendid Idle Forties 
XV. — The Conqueror 2 v. — A Daughter 
of the Vine i v. — His Fortunate Grace, 
etc. XV. — The Valiant Runaways x v. — 
The Bell in the Fog, and Other Stories x v. 
—The Travelling Thurds (in Spain) i v. — 
Reziinov i v. — Ancestors 2 v. 
Austen, Jane, f 18 17. 

Sense and Sensibility x v. — Mansfield 
Park X V. — Pride and Prejudice i v. — 
Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion x v. — 
Emma x v. 

"Autobiography of Lutfullah," 
Author of: vide E. B. Eastwick. 

Avebury, Lord: vide Sir John 
Lubbock. 

Bagot, Richard. 
A Roman Mystery a v. — Casting of Nets 
2 V. — The Just and the Unjust 2 v. — 
Donna Diana 2 v. — Love's Proxy i v. — 
The Passport 2 v. — Temptation 2 v. — 
The Lakes of Northern Italy x v. — An- 
thony Cuthbert 2 v. 

Baring -Gould, S. 
Mehalah z v. — John Herring 2 v. — 
Court Royal 2 v. 

Barker, Lady: v. Lady Broome. 

Barrett, Frank. 
The Smuggler's Secret x v. — Out of the 
Jaws of Death s v. 



Barrie, J. M. 
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret 
Ogilvy XV. — Tommy and Grizel a v. — 
The Little White Bird i v. 

" Bayle's Romance, Miss," Au- 
thor of: vide W. Fraser Rae. 

Baynes, Rev. Robert H. 

LyraAnglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs 

X V. 

Beaconsfield, Lord: vide Dis- 
raeli. 

Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt). 
Thomicroft's Model 2 v. 

Bell, Currer (Charlotte BrontS— 
Mrs. NichoUs), f 1855. 
Jane Eyre 2 v. — Shirley 2 v. — VUlette 
2 V. — The Professor i v. 

Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily, 

f 1848, and Anne, f 1849, 

Bronte). 

Wuthering Heights, and Agnes Grey 2 v. 

Bellamy, Edward (Am.), f 1898. 

Looking Backward i v. 

Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.). 
St. Simon's Niece s v. 

Bennett, Arnold. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel x v. — The 
Gates of Wrath i v. — A Great Man x v. 

— Sacred and Profane Love i v. — Whom 
God hath joined x v. — The Ghost x v. — 
The Grim Smile of the Five Towns x v. — 
Buried Alive x v. 

Bennett, A. & Phillpotts, Eden: 
vide Eden Phillpotts. 

Benson, E. F. 
Dodo X V. — The Rubicon x v. — Scarlet 
and Hyssop x v. — The Book of Months i v. 

— The RelentJess City i v. — Mammon 
& Co. a V. — The Challoners i v. — An 
Act in a Backwater x v. — The Image in 
the Sand 2 v. — The Angel of Pain 2 v. 

— Paul 2 V. — The House of Defence 2 v. 

— Sheaves 2 v. 

Besant, Sir Walter, \ 1901. 

The Revolt of Man x v. — Dorothy 
Forster 2 v. — Children of Gibeon 2 v. — 
The World went very well then a v. — 
Katharine Regina x v. — Herr Paulus 2 v. 

— The Inner House x v. — The Bell of 
St. Paul's 2 V. — For Faith and Freedom 
a V. — Aimoie\ ol \j^tsitv«»» a ^. -^'*^«8t- 
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bena Camellia Stepbanotis, etc. z v. — 
Beyond tbe Dreams of ATarice 2 v. — 
The Master Craftsman 2 v. — A Fountain 
Sealed x v. — The Orange Giri 2 v. — 
Tbe Fourth Generation x v. — The Lady 
of Ljmn 2 y. 

Besant, Sir Walter, f 1901, & 
James Rice, f 1882. 

The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready- 
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia's Arbour 
2 V. 

Betham- Edwards, M. 
The Sylvcstrcs 1 v. — Felicia 2 v. — 
Brother Gabriel 2 v, — Forestalled i v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No- 
velettes XV. — Disarmed i v. — Doctor 
Jacob IV. — Pearia x v. — Next of Kin 
Wanted x v. —The Parting of the Ways 
XV, — For One and the World i v. — 
The Romance of a French Parsonage 
I V. — France of To-day x v. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew x v. — A Dream of Mil- 
lions XV. — The Curb of Honour x v. — 
France of To-day {Second Series) x v. — A 
Romance of Dijon x v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte X V. —A Storm-Rent Sky x v. — 
Reminiscences i v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest i v. — Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, X875— X899 X V. — A Suffolk Court- 
ship XV. — Mode Beggars' Hall x v. — 
East of Paris i v. — A Humble Lover i v. — 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. x v.— Martha 
Rose, Teacher x v. 

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.). 
In the Midst of Life x v. 

Birchenough, Mabel C 

Potsherds x v. 

Bisland, B.: v. Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm G6rlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman. 

Black, WilUam, f 1898. 
A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At- 
tire 2 V. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of ThtUe 2 v. •— 
Kilraeny x v. — The Maid of Killeena, and 
other Stories x v. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 
Lad^ Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other 
Stories X V. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 
Green Pastures and PlccadDlif a v.— 
Jfadeod oi Dare a v. — 'Wbite V^uvfp 



2 V. — Sunrise 2 v, — The Beaul 
X V. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, 
the Highlands ; The Four Maa 
Pupil of Anrelios x v. — Shai 
(with Portrait) 2 v. —Judith S 
2 V. — The Wise Women of 
etc. X V. —White Heather 2 ^ 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange . 
oi a House-Boat 2 v. — In Faj 
2 V. — The New Prince Fortun 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston 1 2 ▼ 
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The 1 
and other Tales x v. — Wolfen 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. - 
Cousins 2 V. — Briseis 2 v. — ^Wil 

** Black- Box Murde: 
Author of. 
The Black-Box Murder i v. 

Blackmore, Richard D< 
f 1900. 
Alice Lorraine 2 ▼. — Mary A 
— Christowell 2 v. — Tonun 
2 V. — Perlycross 2 v. 

"Blackwood." 

Tales from "Blackwood" (Fi, 
XV. — Tales from ** Blackwood 
Series) iv, 

Blagden, Isa, -f 1873. 

The Woman I loved, and tt 
who loved me; A Tuscan We 

Blessington, Countess 
guerite Gardiner), -j- i 
Meredith x v. — Strathem 2 
moirs of a Femme de Chaml 
Marmaduke Herbert 2 ▼. - 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Bloomfield, Baroness. 

Reminiscences of Court and 1 
Life (with the Portrait of H< 
the Queen) 2 v. 

Boldrewood, Rolf. 
Robbery under Arms 3 ▼. — 2 

2V. 

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. 1 

Lady Audley's Secret 2 v. - 
Floyd 2 V. — Eleanor's Victory 3 
Marchmont's Legacy 3 v. — H 
bar 2 V. — The Doctor's Wi 
QuV) «. Clod 2 V. — Sir Jaspe: 
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win 2 ▼. — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Run to 
Earth 2 v. — Fenton*s Quest 2 v. — The 
Lovds of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
FBfrims 2 ▼. — Ludus Davoren 3 V. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 V. — Lost for Love 
2 ▼, — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 y. — Dead Men'* Shoes 
8 ▼• — Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2 v. — 
WeaTonandWeft x v. — In GhreatWaters, 
and other Tales z v. — An Open Verdict 
3T. — Vixen 3 v. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 
— The Story of Barbara 2 v. —Just as I 
am 2 V. — Asphodel 3 V. — Mount Royal 
2 V. — The Grolden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed IV. — Phantom Fortune 3 V. — 
Under the Red Flag i v. — Ishmael 3 v. 
— Wyllard's Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County i v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v. —The Fatal Three 
2 V. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. — All along the River 
2 v.— Thon art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hirelings, etc. x v. — Sons of Fire 
2 V. — London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice 
2 V. — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin z V. — The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 V. — The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love 
has Chains x v. — During Her Majesty's 
Pleasure z v. 

Brassey, Lady, f 1887. 
f A Voyage in the "Sunbeam" 2 v. — 
Sunshine apd Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties s y. 

"Bread -Winners, the," Author 
of (Am.). 
The Bread -Winners i v. 

Bret Harte: vide Harte. 

Brock, Rev. William, f 1875. 
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. z v. 

Brontg, Charlotte: vide Currer 
BelL 

BrontS, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton BelL 

Brooks, Shirley, i\%T^* 
The Silver Cord 3 V. — Sooner or Later 

3T. 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker), 
Station Life in New Zesdand z v. — 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
IV. — A Year's Housekeeping in South 



Africa z V. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues z v. — Colonial 
Memories z v. 

Broughton, Rhoda. 

Cometh up as a Flower i v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 V. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
z v. — Nancy 2 v. — Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 V. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 V. — Alas 1 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
z V. — A Beginner i v. — Scylla or 
Charvbdis? z v. — Dear Faustina z v. — 
The Game and the Candle z v. — Foes in 
Law IV. — Lavinia i v. 

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland. 
A Widower Indeed x v. 

Brown, John, f 1882. 
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers z v. 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 
t 1861. 

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por« 
trait) XV. — Aurora Leigh x v. 

Browning, Robert, f 1889. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 V. 

BuUen, Frank T. 
The Cruise of the "Cachalot" 2 v. 
Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 

t 1873. 
Pelham (with Portrait) z v. — Eugene 
Aram z v. — Paul Clifford x v. — Zanoni 
zv. — The Last Dajrs of Pompeii zv. — 
The Disowned z v. — Ernest Maltravers 
z V. — Alice z V. — Eva, and The Pilgprims 
of the Rhine z v. — Devereux z v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland z v. — Rienzi 
z V. — Night and Morning z v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens 2 v. — The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller z v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v. — King Arthur 
2 V. — The New Timon, and St. Stephen's 
z V. — The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 V. — 
What will he do with it? 4 V. — Dramatic 
Works 2 V. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile- 
tus z v. — Miscellaneous Prose Works 4 V. — 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Kenelm 
Chillingly 4 v. — The Coming R^ce z v. — 
The Parisians 4 v. — Pausanias, the Spar* 
tan XV. 
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 
Dalling), f 1872. 
Historical Characters 2 v. — The life of 
Viscount Palmerston 3 v. 

Bunyan, John, f 1688. 
The Pilgrim's Progress z v. 

"Buried Alone," Author of 
(Charles Wood). 
Buried Alone i v. 

Burnett, Mrs. Prances Hodg- 
son (Am.). 
Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy x v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha^s Burglar x ▼. — The Pretty 
Sister of Jos6 i v. — A Lady of Quality 
2 V. — His Ghrace of Osmonde 2 ▼, — The 
Shuttle 2 V. 

Bumey, Miss (Madame D*Ar- 
blay), j- 1840. 
Evelina z v. 

Bums, Robert, f 1796. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Burton, Richard P., f 1890. 

A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v. 

Bury, Baroness de: vide *'A11 
for Greed." 

Butler, A. J. 
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated from the great 
Grerman edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v. 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 188 1. 

Jennie of "The Prince's ," 2 v. — Won 
2 V. — Grreat Grenfell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell— on and off the Stage 2 v. — From 
the Wingrs 2 v. 

Byron, Lord, f 1824. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Caf^, Mr8.Mannington (Iota). 
A Yellow Aster x v. — Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v. 

Caine, Hall. 
The Bondman s t. — The M&nzman 
2y.— The Christian s v. — TVie E.t«m9\ 
City jr. — The Prodigal Son a v. 



Cameron, Vemey Lovet 
Across Africa 2 ▼. 

Campbell Praed, Mrs. 
Praed. 

Carey, Rosa Nouchette. 
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — «• B 
must Work" i v. — Sir Godfr^'s 
daughters 2 v. —The Old, Old Si 

— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Hjg 
Fate 2 V. — A Passage Perilous 2 
the Moorings s v. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881 
The French Revolution 3 v. • 
derick the Great 13 ▼. — Olivei 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 v. 
Life of Schiller x v. 

Carr, Alaric 
Treheme's Temptation s v. 

Castle, Agnes & Bgertoc 
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incom 
Bellairs i v. — Rose of the World 
French Nan i v. — " If Youth but 1 
X V. — My Merry Rockhurst x ▼. — 
o* the Orange x v. 

Castle, Egerton. 

Consequences 2 v. — "La Belli 
Others x v. 

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth R 
1 1896 : vide Authof of* 
nicies of the Sch6nberg 
Pamily." 

Charlesworth, Maria L 

t 1880. 
Oliver of the Mill x v. 

Chesterton, G. K. 

The Man who was Thursday x v. 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Potti 

— Moth and Rust x v. — Prisoner 

Christian, Princess: vide 

Grand Duchess of He 

"Chronicles of the Schdi 

Cotta Pamily," Author 

E. Rundle Charles), f i 

Chronicles of the Sch5nberg-Co 

mily 2 V. — The Dravtons a 

Davenants 2 v. — On Both S 

L IV* ^*^ 'i ^ . — Winifred Bertran 
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ry of the Vanquished x v. — 
pe by the Cathedral and other 
V. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
rtram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
Conquer z v. — Lapsed, but not 

hill, Winston (Am.). 
i*s Career 2 v. 

Alfred. 

ig of Lot's Wife XV. 
ns, Samuel L. : v. Twain. 

d, Mrs. W. K. 
ers of a Worldly Woman x v. 
ne 2 V. — ^The Last Touches, and 
ies IV. — Mrs. Keith's Crime 
Wild Proxy x v. — A Flash of 
V. — A Woman Alone i v. — 
Farm x v. — The Modem Way 
s Getting Well of Dorothy i v. 

Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
Author of" Paul FerrolL" 
1, Frances Power, \ 1904. 

I X V. 

dge, C R. 
h Squire 2 v. 

dge, M. £. 
with two Faces 2 v. 

dge, Samuel Taylor, 

J34. 

s, Charles AUston, \ 1873. 

ipon Wheels 2 v. 

s, Mortimer, f 1876. 

I Twenty a v. — A Fight with 

V. 

s, WUkie, t 1889. 
k I V. — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
Private Life, etc. x v. — The 
I White 2 V. — Basil x v. — No 

— The Dead Secret, and other 

— Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
e Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 

— Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
V. — The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
n Deep x v. — The Law and the 

— The Two Destinies x v. — My 
iney , and Percy and the Prophet 
e Haunted Hotel x v. — The 
SLves 2 v. — Jezebel's Daughter 
I Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
'. — " I say No," 2 v. — The Evil 
'. — The Guilty River, and The 



Ghost's Touch x v. — The Legacy of Cain 
2 V. — Blind Love 2 v. 

** Cometh up as a Flower," Au- 
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Conrad, Joseph. 
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales 
of Unrest x v. — The Secret Agent x v. — 
A Set of Six X v. 

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 
t 1885. 
Called Back x v. — Bound Together 
2 V. — Dark Days x v. — A Family Affair 

2 V. — Living or Dead 2 v. 

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 

t 1851. 
The Spy (with Portrait) x v. — The Two 
Admirals x v.— The Jack O 'Lantern xv. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. 

Corelli, Marie. 
Vendetta 1 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. — " Ardath " 

3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 V. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches x v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. —The Mighty 
Atom IV. — The Murder of Delicia x v. — 
Ziska X V. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — The 
Master-Christian 2v. — "TemporalPower" 
2 V. — God's Good Man 2 v. — Free 
Opinions x v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Bverard. 
Those Delightful Americans x v. — Set in 
Authority x v. — Cousin Cinderella x v. 

"County, the," Author of. 
The County x v. 

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866. 

A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language a v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. 
Mulock), t 1887. 
John Halifax, Uentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family a v. — A Life for a 
Life 2 V. — A Woman's Thoughts about 
Women x v. — Agatha's Husband x v. — 
Romantic Tales x v. — Domestic Stories 
XV. — Mistress and Maid x v. — The 
Ogilvies XV. — Lord Erlistoun x v. — 
Christian's Mistake t y. — Qr^^d upon 
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the Waters x v. — A Noble Life it. — 
Olive a V. — Two Marriages it. — Studies 
from Lifo it. — Poems it. — The 
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
I V. — My Mother and I i v. —The Little 
Lame Prince x v. — Sermons out of Church 
z v.— The Laurel-Bush; Two little Tinkers 
XV. — A Legacy 2 v. — Young Mrs. Jardine 
a V. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches x v. — Plain Speaking x v. — 
Miss Tommy x v. — King Arthur x v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won x v. — Faith Unwin's 
Ordeal x v. — Leslie Tyrrell x v. —Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc XV. — Mildred x v. — 
Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan x v. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Only a Butterfly x v. — Sylvia's Choice ; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick x v. — 
Dorcas a v. — Two Women 2 v. 

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. Q 
Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 v. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 
Lady Fullerton. 

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.). 
Mr. Isaacs x v. — Doctor Claudius xv. — 
To Leeward x v. — A Roman Singer 
IV. — An American Politician x v. — 
Zoroaster x v. — A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 V. — Saracinesca 2 v. — Marzio's Crucifix 

1 v.— PaulPatoff 2 v.— With thelmmortals 
IV. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant* Ilario 

2 V. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance 
I V. — Khaled i v. — The Witch of Prague 
2 V. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 V. — The Children of the King i v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche x v. 

— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons 2 V. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son x v. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday i v. — Corleone 
2 V. — Via Cruds 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice a v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 
2 V. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v. 

— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v. 

Crockett, S. R. 

The Raiders a v. — Qeg Kelly a v.— 
The Grev Man 2 v. — Love Idylls i v. — 
Tbe Durk o' the Moon 2 ▼, 



Croker, B. M. 
Peggy of the Bartons a v. — The Hapov 
Valley x v. — The Old Cantonment, wtto 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere x ▼. 
— A Nine Days' Wonder x v. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray x v. — The Com- 
pany's Servant a v. — Tlie Cat's-Paw x v. 

Cross, J. V/.i vide George 

Eliot's Life. 
Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 

Thomas. 
Cummins, Miss (Am.), j* 1866. 

The Lamplighter i v. — Mabel Vang^un 
x v.— £1 Fnreidis iv. — HauntedHeartsxv. 

Gushing, PauL 
The Blacksmith of Voe a v. 

"Daily News." 
War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 v. 

Danby, Frank. 
The Heart of a Child a v. 

"Dark," Author of. 
Dark x v. 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 
Gallegher , etc. x v. — Van Bibber and 
Others x v. — Ranson's Folly x v. 

De Foe, Daniel, f 1731. 

Robinson Crusoe x v. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 
John Ward, Preacher x v. 

De la Pasture, Mrs. Henry, vide 
Pasture. 

"Democracy," Author of (Am.). 
Democracy x v. 

" Demos," Author of: vide Qeorge 
Gissing. 

"Diary and Notes," Author 
of: vide Author of "Horace 
Templeton." 

Dickens, Charles, j* 1870. 
The Pickwick Qub (with Portrait) av. — 
American Notes x v. — Oliver Twbt x v. -' 
Nicholas Nickleby a ▼. — Sketdies x ▼. — 
Martin Chucxlewit 9 v. — A Chriatmat 
Carol ; The Chimes; The Cricket on tiie 
\ YL««xN3dl X ^«— lilaster Homphrey'i Clock 
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iosityShop; BarnabyRudge^etc.) 
ictures from Italy i v. — Dombey 
3 V. — David Copperfield 3 V. — 
[ouse 4 V. — A Child's History of 
i (2 V. 80 M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
.ittle Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 
3aUle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
. Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
The Uncommercial Traveller i ▼. 
t Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
etc. XV. — Our Mutual Friend 
lustrations) 4 V. — Somebody's 
3 ; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs. 
's Legacy i v. — Doctor Mari- 
rescriptions ; Mugby Junction x v. 
Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
ions) 2 V. — The Mudfog Papers, 
he Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
ster-in-law and his eldestDaughter 
ide also Household Words, Novels 
5S, and John Forster. 

:ens, Charles, & Wilkie 
allins. 

roughfare; The Late Miss Hol> 
X v. 

aeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
msfield, + 1881. 
by X v. — Sybil i v. — Contarini 
(with Portrait) i v. — Alroy i v. — 
> 2 V. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
V. — Henrietta Temple x v. — 
2 v. — Endymion 2 v. 

}n, Ella Hepworth. 

cy of a Modem Woman x v. — One 

1 Hour I V. 

)n, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 
1 History of Lord Bacon i v. — 
y Land 2 v. — New America 2 v. — 
I Wives 2 V. — Her Majesty's 
\y, — Free Russia 2 v. — History 
Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

5n, Jr., Thomas, (Am.). 

•pard's Spots 2 v. 

igall, L. (Am.), 
i All 2 V. 

/ie, M6nie Muriel, 
n the Karpathians x v. 

le, Sir A. Conan. 
:n of Four x v. — Micah Clarke 
he Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
ales XV. — The White Company 
A Study in Scarlet i v* — The 



Grreat Shadow, and Beyond the City x v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

— The Refugees 2 ▼. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
IV. — The Stark Munro Letters i v. — 
The Exploits 6f Brigadier Gerard x v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bemac x v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko x v. — A 
Duet X V. -- The Green Flag x v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa XV. — The Hound of the Basker- 
villes XV. — Adventures of Gerard x v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 v. — The Magic Door x v. 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 

t 1897. 
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life x v. 

Dufferin, the Earl ot 
Letters from High Latitudes x v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Mrs. Cotes. 

Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dun- 
ton. 

Earl, the, and the Doctor. 
South Sea Bubbles x v. 

Eastwick, Edward B., f 1883. 
Autobiography of Lutfullah x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, vide Series 
for the Young, p. 29. 

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. 
Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v. 

— A Vagabond Heroine i v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock- 
ing X v. — Jet : Her Face or Her Fortime? 
XV. — Vivian the Beauty x v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 
2 v. — A Playwright's Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths x v. — Pearl-Powder x v. 
The Adventuress i v. 

Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892. 
Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 V. — Hand and Glove x v. — Half a 3kl il- 
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham's Vow 
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth a v. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys XV. — Monsieur Maurice x v. — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
1 v, — A "Pottrj-^ooV tA ^SJAftx ^^^Ok 
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XV. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetiy-Book of Modern Poets z v. — 
Lord Bradcenbury 8 v. 

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide 
Betham. 

Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor a v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 
Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans — 
Mrs. Cross), + 1880. 
Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. —The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Mamer i v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil , and Brother Jacob z v. — 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such z v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
z v. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 

^Elizabeth and her German 
Garden," Author of. 
Elizabeth and her Grerman Garden z v. — 
The Solitary Summer z v. — The Bene- 
factress 2 V. — Princess Priscilla's Fort- 
nidbt z V. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Riigen z v. — FnLulein Schmidt and Mr. 
Anstruther z v. 

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, f 1898. 

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily z v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome I V. — The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 V. — The Red Cardinal z v. — 
TTie Story of Sophia z v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople z v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip z V. 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, j- 1 882. 
Representative Men z v. 

** Englishwoman's Love-Let- 
ters, an," Author of. 
An Englishwoman's Love-Letters z v. 

ErroU, Henry. 
An Ugly Duckling z v. 

Esler, E. RentouL 
The Way they loved at Grimpat i v. 

''Essays and Reviews," the 
Authors of. 
JSsMji and Review!. Bj vaxiovA AvdStion 

I V. 



**Estelle Russellf" Authored 
Estelle Rnaiell a ▼. 

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D*. 
Three Sisters z v. — A Lauding Fliilo* 
sopher z v. — The Professor'iWooing z v. 
~ In Thoughtland and in Dreandand 
IV. — Orchardscroft z v. — Appassionata 
IV. — Old Maids and Tonng 2 v. — The 
Queen's Serf z v, 

** Euthanasia," Author ot 
Euthanasia z ▼. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot it. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing it. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales z t. 

"Expiated," Author of. 
Ei^iated 2 t. 

Fargus, F. J.: vide Hugh Con- 
way. 

Farrar, F. W. pean), f 1903. 

Darkness and Dawn 3 t. 

" Fate of Fenella, the," Authors 
of. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 84 Authors z ▼. 

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vtde 
E. T. Fowler. 

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E.T. Fowler. 

Fendall, Percy: vide F. C 
PhiUps. 

Fenn, George Manville. 
The Parson o' Dumford a t. — The 
Clerk of Portwick a t. 

Fielding, Henry, f 1754. 
Tom Jones 8 T. 

Findlater, Mary and Jane: vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Five Centuries 
of the English Language andLiteratnre: 
John Wydiffe. — Greoffirej Chaiicer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More.— 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonaoa. — Tohfl 
y'LcKSkA.— T^x&aa Gray (T0I.500, pubhsbed 
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FlemUof, George (Am,), 

mcmet I Tt^ — Andrcmeda. 3 v- 

Forbcsp Archibald, f 1 900. 

Mjr Esperieacw of the War b«tw«en 
France ajid Gtntianj 3 t* — Soldiering' 
apd Scribbling i v. — Memonea and 
Studies of War a^ud Peace J v. ^ K/iti^ silso 
*'Diiily Netps/' Wajr Cort^^ddeacA. 

Forrest, R. E, 

£jght Dayi i t. 

FoiT^teri Mrs. 
Viva a V. — Rhuaa a v, — Roy juid VU>1a 
a T* ^ My Lord and My Lady a v. — I 
havft Lived and Loved 2 v. ^ June 2 v« — 
Omnia. Vanitas i v, — Alti3.oiJ£^h he was a 
Lofd, and otber Talot i r* — Cd^riiandej 
and other Tal» it, — Once Ag^ain a v. — 
Of the World, Worldly i v. — Dearatt 
2 V. — The Light of otier Dayt it. — 
Too Lata Repented i v^ 

Forater, John^ f i8?6. 
The Life of Charles Dickeui (with Ului' 
trations aod Portralti) 6 v. — Li/fi dud 
Xi-iaea of OUrer Golduuth a v. 

Fothcfgillf Jessie 
The First Violin %y. — Probadoa t v. — 
Made Or Maxred, and ^' One of Three*' 
1 v^ — Kith aod Kin 1 1. — Fedl av. — 
BorderJaod a t. 

"Found Dead," Author of: -vuU 
Jamee Pay^* 

Fowler, Ellen Thomeycrof^ 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin). 

A Double Thread 3 t- — The Fardcig-^ 

<iop« a V, — Fuel of Fire i v. — Place ami 

Fowtr z T. — In Subjectioa 3 t. 

Fowler, Ellen Thomeycroft 
(Mrs, A. L. Pelidii) & Alfred 
Laurence Felkin* 
£ate of iUto HaLl 1 t. 

Fox, Caroline, f 1871. 

llemoriea of Old Friends from hu" Joiu'- 
ludt and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
PjFm 2 T. 

"Frank Faklcgh," Author of 
(F, E, Smedley), -f 1S64. 
FranV Fairlegb a t. 

Francis, M. E, 
Tbe Duenna of a GenioK 1 1^* 



Frederic, Harold (Am.), -)- 1898, 

IlluniinatioD a v. — March Ham i v. 

Freeman, Edward A.^ j- 1S92. 

Thfl Growth of tlie FtigU^h Constitution 
I y. — Select Historical Esiaya i v. — 
Sketches from French Travel i v, 

Froude James Anthony, f 1894. 
Oceana it.— 11] e Spianiih Stocy of the 
AnuaidA, and other Euay» i t. 

FuUerton , Lady Georgiana, 
t i«85. 

Ellen Middleton £ t. ^ Girantley Manor 
3 V. — Lady Bird s T, — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v.. — Conitance Sherwood 
I T, ^ A Stormy Life 2 v. -— Mrs. Geralds' 
Kiece a v. — The Notary'* Da^igb tef 1 v, — 
TboLiiieioftheVallcyj atidTheHoiueol 
Pcnarr an 1 v . — Tb eCoun tess de Bo nneval 
IV.' — Rose Leblanc i v. — laeven Storici 
IT,— The Life of Liusa 4e Carvajai t v* 

— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
IceTcbief at the Window a t. — • Kliane 
s V. {by Mrs. Augustus Craven > translated 
by Lady Fuilerton). — Lauren tia 1 v. 

Gardiner, Marguerite; vide 
Lady Blessington. 

Gasket!, Mrs., t 1865. 
Mary Barton i v. ^ Ruth a t. — North 
and South i v, — Liaxie Leigh, and other 
Tales IT,— The Life of Ctaadotte Bronle 
a t. — Lois the Witch, ete. i v« -^ SylvLa^s 
Lovers a v. — A Dark Night's Work 
t T, — Wives aud Daughters 1 v, — Crao' 
ford i v. —Cousin Phillii, add other Tales 

\ V. 

"Geraldine Hawthorne/' Author 
of: ^ide Author of **Mi&s 
Molly." 
Gcratd, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 
gard de Longgarde). 
I^dy Baby a t* — Recha it. — Ortho- 
doi 1 V. — The Wrong Man i v. — A Spot- 
less Reputation I V,— A Forgotten Sin i v, 

— One Year 1 v. — The Syprtime Crime i v. 

— The Blood-Tax i v. — Holy Matrimony 
I V. — The Ftorual Wncuan i Th — Made 
of Money it* — The Bridge of Life i v. 

— The Threa Esscutials 1 v. — The Im- 
fkrob&ble Idyl it, — ' The Compromise 3 v. 

— Itinerant Daqgbtera 1 v. — Restitudon 
1 V. 

Gerard^ E. (Enaily de -LasLiowska}, 
A Secret Mission i v, — A Forciigner a v* 
'— The Eitenuituitioa oC Ljo^« i x^ 
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Gibeme, Agnes. 
The Curate's Home z v. 

Gissing, George, f 1903. 

Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v. 

— New Grub Street 2 v. 

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. £., 

t 1898. 
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion z Y. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
1 V. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts x v. 

Glyn, Elinor. 

The Visits of Elizabeth z v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine i v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline i v. — Beyond the 
Rocks z V. — Three Weeks z v. 

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte 
O'Conor Eccles. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) z v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 
Too Curious z V. 

Gordon, Julien (Am.). 

A Diplomat's Diary x v. 

Gordon, Major -Gen. C. G., 

t 1885. 

I|is Journals at Kartoum. Introduction 
and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 

Castles in the Air z v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 V. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2 V. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 V. 

Grand, Sarah. 

Our Manifold Nature x v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. — Emotional Moments z v. 

Grant, Miss. 

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 

— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 V. 

Gray, MaxwelL 
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — Tb« 
Reprostcb of Annesley 2 t. 



Grenville : Murray, B. C (Ttois- 
Etoiles), f 1 88 1. 
The Member for Paris 2 v. — Yong 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk {Fini 
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
z V. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
z V. —That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks z v. — People I have met z t. 

Grimwood, Ethel St Clair. 
My Three Years in Manipor (with Por- 
trait) z V. ' 

Grohman, W. A. BaiUie. 
Tyrol and the Tyrolese z v. 

Gunter, Archibald Clavering 
(Am.), t 1907. 
Mr. Barnes of New York z v. 

Guthrie, F.Anstey: videAnsley. 

"Guy Livingstone," Author of 
(George Alfred Laurence), 
t 1876. 
Gruy Livingstone z v. — Sword and 
Gown z V. — Barren Honour z v. — 
Border and Bastille z v. — Maurice Dering 
z V. — Sans Merd 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 

Habberton, John (Am.). 
Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren z V. — The Bowsham Puzzle z v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Maybum's Twins z v. 

Haggard, H. Rider. 
King Solomon's Mines z v. — She 2V.— 
Jess 2 V. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch's Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
XV. — Mr. Meeson's Will z v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Qeopatra 2 v. — 
Allan's Wife z v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 v. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wisaid 
z V. — Doctor Theme z v. — Swallow 
2 V. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa x v. — Lj'sbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren s v. 

— Ayesha. The Return of * She ' 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita z v. 

— Fair Margaret 2 v. 

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 
. Lang. 
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Hake, A. K : vide Gen. Gordon. 

Hall, Mra. S. C, f 1881. 
Can Wrong be Right? x v. — Marian 2 v. 

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 

tl894. 
Marmorn« z v. — French and English 2 v. 

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 

"Not Easily Jealous." 

Hardy, Thomas. 
The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 V. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 

— A Group of Noble Dames i v. — Tess 
of the D'Urbervilles 2 v. — Life's Little 
Ironies i v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. 

Harland, Henry, f 1905. 
The Cardinal's Snuff- Box i v. — The 
Lady Paramount 1 v.— My Friend Prosper© 

X V. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that pass in the Night i v. — In 
Varying Moods i v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man x v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 

— The Scholar's Daughter x v. 

Harrison, Agnes. 
Martin's Vineyard i v. 

Harrison, Mr8.MaryStLeger: 
vide Lucas Malet 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts : — The Luck of Roaring Camp ; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills XV. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar i v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales x v. — .The 
Story of a Mine x v. — Drift from Two 
Shores i v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches i v. — The Twins of 
Table Mountain, and other Tales x v. — 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales 
IV. — Flip, and other Stories x v. — On 
the Frontier x v. — By Shore and Sedge 
XV. — Maruja x v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle's, and Devil's Ford i v. — The 
Crusade of the "Excelsior" i v. — A 



Millionaire of Rough - and • Ready , and 
other Tales 1 v. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty x v. 

— Cressy x v. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales i v. — A Waif of 
the Plains x v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Grate XV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales x v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara x v. — Colonel Starbottle's Qient, 
and some other People i v. — Susy x v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. x v. — A Protegee of 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. x v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. x v. — Clarence 
X v. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion ofEnriquez iv. — The Ancestors 
of Peter Atherly , etc. x v. — Three Partners 
IV. — Tales of Trail and Town x v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow i v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation,andotherStories 

1 v. — From Sand-Hill to Pine i v. — 
Under the Redwoods i v. — On the Old 
Trail i v. — Trent's Trust x v. 

Havelock,Sir Henry: vide Rev. 

W. Brock. 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 

The Scarlet Letter x v. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 2 v. 

Heam, Lafcadio, f 1906. 
Kokoro IV. — Kwaidan i v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan i v. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex- 
ander. 

" Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author 
of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Helps, Sir Arthur, f 1875. 

Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron 

2 V. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835. 
Select Poetical Works x v. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 
The Forest Lovers x v. — Little Novels 
of Italy X V. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales IV. — The Queen's Quair ; 
or. The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures i v. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 

— The Stooping Lady i v. — The Spanish 
Jade I V. 

Hichens, Robert 

Flames 2 v, — The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 

— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The 
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Garden of Allah 2 v. —The Black Spaniel, 
and Other Stories it. — The Call of the 
Blood 2 ▼. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, f 1886. 
Sketches from my Life x v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 

Craigie), f i^od. 

The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 

Wickenham i v. — The Serious Wooing 

IV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel. 
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 

2 V. 

Holdsworth, Annie £. 
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
I V. — The Gods Arrive i v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow i v. — Great Low- 
lands z V. — A Garden of Spinsters z v. 

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr. 

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 

t 1894. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table I V. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table X V. — Over the Teacups z ▼. 
Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 
Mr. Witt's Widow z v. — A Change 
of Air I V. — Half a Hero x v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess z v. — The God 
in the Car z v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio z v. — Comedies of Courtship 
z v. — The Heart of Princess Osra z v. — 
Fhroso 2 V. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau z v. — The King's Mirror 
2 V. — Quisant^ z v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 

— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
People 2 v. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 
An Idler in Old France z v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask z v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris z v. — The Silent Gate z v. 

•* Horace Templeton," Author of. 
Diary and Notes z v. 

Homung, Ernest William. 
A Bride from the Bush z v. — Under 
Two Skies z v. — Tiny Luttrell i v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba z v. — My Lord 
Duke z v. — Young Blood z v. — Some 
Persons Unknown z v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman z v. — The Rogue's March z v. 

— The Belle of Toorak x v. — Pcccavi z v. 

— The Black Mask x v. — TbeSVxadoTi ol 



the Rope x v. — No Hero x v. — Denis 
Dent z V. — Irralie's Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Gaest z v. — Stingaree it. — 
A Thief in the Night x ▼. 

"Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. 185 x -56. 
^6 V. — Novels and Tales reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
1856-59. XI V. 

Houstoun, Mrs. : viV£r *< Recom- 
mended to Mercy." 
**How to be Happy though 
Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married x v. 
Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 

t 1899. 
One Summer x v. — Aunt Serena x v. — 
Guenn a v. — Tony, the Maid, ete. x v. — 
The Open Door a v. 

Howard, BlancheWillis,-|-i899, 
& William Sharp, f 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife x v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 
A Foregone Conclusion x v. — The 
Lady of Uie Aroostook z v. — A Modem 
Instance a v. — The Undiscovered Country 
X V. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) x v. 

— Italian Journeys x v. — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance XV. —Their Wedding Journey 
XV. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage x v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice i v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham a v. — A Fair 
of Patient Lovers x v. — Miss Bellard's In- 
spiration X v. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School-Days x v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 

t 1897. 
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geof&ey a v. 

— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys , Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
XV. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales X V. — Phyllis a v. — Rossmoyne 
a V. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. XV. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories IV. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 V. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington i v. — Lady Branksmere a v. 

— Lady Valworth's Diamonds x v. — A 
\l&o^cttk. CVctft a V. — Marvel a v. — Ths 
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Hon. Mrs. Vereker i v. — Under-Cur- 
rents j v. — In Durance Vile, etc. x v.— A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories x ▼. — 
A Life's Remorse a v. — A Bom Coquette 
2 V. — The Duchess i v. — Lady Vemer's 
Flig^ht : V. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and ** When in Doubt" i v. — Nora 
Oreina 2 ▼. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories X V. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mjrstery x v. — An Unsatis* 
factory Lover x v. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces x ▼. — A Tug of War 
IV. — The Professor's Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl XV. — Lovice x v. — The Coming of 
Chloe X V. 

Hunt, Mrs. : vide Averil Beau- 
mont 

Hunt, Violet 
The Human Interest x v. — White Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v. 

Hutten, Baroness vcfn (Am.). 

The Halo x v. 

Ingelow, Jean, f 1897. 

Oflf the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger a v. — Don John a v. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
The Siege of Lucknow x v. 

Ingram, John H.: vide £. A. 
Poe. 

Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 
Caffyn. 

Irving, Washington (Am.), 

t 1859. 
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) x v. — 
The Life of Mahomet x v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet x v. — Oliver Gold- 
smith XV. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
XV. — Life of George Washington 5 v, 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 

(Am.), t 1885. 
Ramona 2 v. 

Jacobs, W. W. 
Many Cargoes x v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant 
x V. — Sea Urchins i v. — A Master of 
Craft X V. — Light Freights x v. — At Sun- 
wich Port IV. — The Lady of the Barge x v. 

— Odd Craft x v. — Dialstone Lane x v. 

— Captains All x v. — Short Cruises x v. 
James, Charles T. C 

Holy Wedlock XV. 



James, Q. P. R., + i860. 
Moriey Emstein (with Portrait) x v. — 
Forest Days x v. — The False Heir x v. — 
Arabella Stuart x v. — Rose d'Albret 
XV. — Arrah Neil x v. — Agincourt x v. — 
The Smuggler i v. — The Step-Mother 
2 V. — Beauchamp x v, — Heidelberg 
X V. — The Gipsy x v. — The' Castle of 
Ehrenstein x v, — Damley x v. — Russell 
2 V. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am.). 
The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
IV. — Daisy Miller ; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings x v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 V. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. x v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. IV. — Confidence x v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 V. — Foreign Parts i v. — French 
Poets and Novelists i v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pil^im X V. — Portraits of Places 
XV. — A Little Tour in France x v. 

James, Winifred. 
Bachelor Betty i v. 

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy. 

A Book about Doctors 2 v. -— A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 
"Who Breaks— Pays" ^ ▼..— Skir- 
mishing IV. — Once and Again 1 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace XV. — Jupiter's Daughters i v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 
Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

"Jennie of 'The Prince's,'" 
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, K. Jerome. 
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Diary of a Pilg^nmage, and Six 
Essays x v. — Novel Notes i v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green i v, — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
I V. — Three Men on the Bummel i v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk x v. 
— Tommy and Co. x v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 

1 V. — The Passing of the Third Floor Back 
X V. — The Angel and the Author— and 
Others x v. 

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857. 
History of St. Griles and St. Jamet 

2 V. — Men of Character 3 ▼. 
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"John Halifax, Gentleman," 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik. 

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, f 1784. 
Lives of the English Poets 2 v. 

Jolly, Emily. 
Colonel Dacre 2 v. 

"Joshua Davidson,** Author of: 
vide Mrs. £. L3nin Linton. 

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, j- 1877. 
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Leo 2 v. — Rachel Gray x v. — 
Adele 3 V. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters x v. — English Women of Letters 
IV. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien 
3 v. — Two Lilies a v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 v. — Vid^ also Series for the Young, 
p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, f 1879. 
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v. 

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es- 
terre. 

Kempis, Thomas a. 

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. x v. 

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 
Saint Leger i v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad x v. — Undercurrents i v. — 
Was he Successful? x v. — To-Day in New 
York x V. 

Kinglake, Alexander William, 

t 1891. 
Eothen x v. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea X4 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 
Yeast XV. — Westward ho I 2 v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke I v. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 V. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v. 

Kingsley, Henry, f 1876. 

Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot i v. — 
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and 
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court x v. — 
Valentin x v. — Oakshott Castle x v. — 

Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange 

Garden 2 v. 



Kinross, Albert 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere x ▼. 
Kipling, Rudyard. 

Plain Tales from the Hills x v. — The 
Second Jungle Book x v. — The Seven 
Seas XV. — "Captains Courageous" 
I V. — The Day's Work i v. — A Fleet 
in Being x v. — Stalky & Co. x v. — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night XV. — Kim x v. —Just So Stories x v. 
— The Five Nations x v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries x v. — Puck of Pook*s Hill x v. 

Laffan, May. 
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor, 
etc. I v. 

Lamb, Charles, f 1834. 
The Essays of Elia and Eliana x v. 

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 

Haggard. 
Langd«n, Mary (Am.). 

Ida May x v. 

"Last of the Cavaliers, the,** 
Author of (Miss Piddington). 
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

2^szowska, M>ne de: vide £. 
Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of: vide " Guy Living- 
stone." 

Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 

Hurrish i v. 

** Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:*' 
vide Victoria R. I. 

Lee, Holme, f 1 900 : vide Harriet 
Parr. 

Lee, Vernon. 

Pope Jacynth, etc. i v. — Genius Loci, and 
The Enchanted Woods x v. — Hortds 
Vitae, and Limbo x v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., f 1873. 
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v. 

Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 
Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 
a v. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Goldan Fatten 
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"Letters of Her Mother to 
Elizabeth, the," Author of: 
vide W. R H. Trowbridge. 

Lever, Charles, f 1872. 
The O'Donoghue z v. — The Knig^ht of 
Grwynne 3 V. — Arthur O'Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of " Our»" 3 v. — 
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 v. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3 V. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Creg^an 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiemay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day*8 Ride 
2 V. — Luttrellof Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 V. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud x v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott's X V. — St. Patrick's Eve; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions x v. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 V. 

Levett-Yeats, S. 

The Honour of Savelli i v. — The 
Chevalier d'Auriac x v. — The Traitor's 
Way IV. — The Lord Protector x v. — 
Orrain x v. 

Lewes, G. H., t 1878. 

Ranthorpe x v. — The Physiologfy of 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting x v. 

Linton, Mrs. £. Lynn, f 1898. 

The true History of Joshua Davidson 
XV. — Patricia Keraball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Learn Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 V. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories x v. — Todhunters' at Loan- 
in' Head, and other Stories i v. — " My 
Love I " 2 V. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Sodal Essays x v. — lone 2 v. 

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 
I 1882. 
Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 

Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(with Portrait) 2 v. 

Longard, M"** de: vide D. 

Gerard. 
Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 ▼. -- 



The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 V. — The New-England Tragedies x v. 

— The Divine Tragedy x v. — Flower-de- 
Lnce, and Three Books of Song x ▼. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 

X V. 

Lonsdale, Margaret 
Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sbter 
Dora) I V. 

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 

Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son XV. — Old Gorgon Graham x v. — 
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal x v. 

"Lost Battle, a," Author of. 
A Lost Battle 2 v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 
bury). 
The Pleasures of Life x v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) i v. — 
The Use of Life x v. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses X900-X903 x v. 

"LutfuUah": vide Eastwick. 

Lyall, Edna, t 1903. 

We Two 2 V. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 V. — Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 V. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers x v. 

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer. 

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems 2 V. — Fables in Song 2 v. 

Maartens, Maarten. 
The Sin of Joost Avelingh x v. — An 
Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool z v. 

— The Greater Glonr 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory x v. — Some 
Women I have known x v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman's Victory, and 
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v. 

MC^Aulay, Allan: vide Kate 

Douglas Wiggin. 
Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 

Babington, f 1859. 

History of England (with Portrait) xo v. 

— Critical and Historical Essays 5 V. — 
Lays t>f Ancient Rome x v. — Speeches 
2 V. — Biographical Essays x v. — Wil- 
liam Pitt, Atterbary z v. — (Sea also 
Trevelyan), 
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McCarthy, Justin. 
The Waterd^e Neighbours a v. — 
Dear Lady Disdain a v. — Miss Misan- 
thrope a V. — A History of our Own Times 

5 V. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short 
History of our Own Times a ▼. — A 
History of the Four Greorges. Vols, x & 
a. — A History of our Own Times. Vols. 

6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History 
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, Qeorge, f 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howglen a ▼. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood a ▼. — David 
Elginbrod a v. — The Vicar's Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm a v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie ST. — Sir Gibbie a v. — Mary 
Marston a v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales x v. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdie x v. 

Mackamess, Mrs., f 1881. 

Sunbeam Stories x v. — A Peerless 
Wife a ▼. — A Mingled Yam a ▼. 

Mackay, Eric, f 1898. 
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems X V. 

MO Knight, Charies (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, Ian, f 1907. 
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush x v. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne i v. — His 
Majesty Baby x v. 

Macleod, Fiona, + 1905. 
Wind and Wave x v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales X v. 

Macleod, Norman, f 1872. 

The Old Lieutenant and his Son x v. 
Macpherson, James, f 1796: 
vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 
Pat^ 2 v. — Miriam's Marriage a v. — 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon XV. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v. 
— Beside the River a v. — A Faithful 
Lover 2 v. 

''Mademoiselle Mori," Apthor 
of (Miss Roberts). 
M&demoaeXLe Mori a t. ~ Deti\s« I'v. 
— Madame Fontenoy i v. — Ou li!ii« 



Edge of the Storm x v. — The Atelier da 
Lys 2 V. — In the Olden Time a v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope. 

Maine, £. S. 
Scarsdiff Rocks a v. 

Malet, Sir Bdward, G.C.B., 
G.C.M.G. 
Shifting Scenes x ▼. 

Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Maxy St 
Leger Harrison). 
Colonel Enderbv's Wife a v. — The 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. — The 
Far Horizon a ▼. 

Malmesbury, the Earl of; G.C.B. 
Memoirs of an Ez-Minister 3 ▼. 

Mann, Mary £. 
A Winter's Tale x v. — The Cedar 
Star XV. 

Mansfield, Robert Blachford. 
The Log of the Water LUy x v. 

Mark Twain: vide Twain. 

''Marmome," Audior of: vide 
P. Q. Hamerton. 

Marryat, Capt, f 1848. 
Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) x ▼. — 
Perdval Keene i v. — Peter Simple x ▼. — 
Japhet in Search of a Father x ▼. — 
Monsieur Violet x v. — The Settlers in 
Canada i v. — The Mission x v. — The 
Privateer's-Man x v. — The Children of 
the New- Forest i v. — Valerie i v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy x v.— The King's 
Own X v. 

Marryat, Florence, f 1899. 
Love's Conflict a v. — For Ever and 
Ever a v. — The Confessions of Grerald 
Estconrt a v. — Nelly Brooke a v. — 
V^ronique a v. — Petronel a ▼. — Her 
Lord and Master a v. — The Prey of the 
Gods XV. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat x v. — Mad Dumaresq a v. — 
No Intentions a v. — Fighting the Air 
2 V. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter Im- 
possibility XV. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories z v. — A Lucky Disap. 
pointment, and other Stories x ▼• — **My 
own Child" a ▼. — Her Father'i Name 
2 V. — A Harvest of Wild Oats a v. — 
A Little Stepson x v. — Written in Fire 
2 V. — Her World against a Lie a v. — 
A Broken Blossom a v. — The Root of 
X «.UEvil a V. —The Fair-haired Alda a v. — 
X'^Vii Oa.'ff«S%^i«i a V. -. My Sitter tb« 
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Actreuz v. — PHylHda a v. — Hdt* tiity 
laved Him 1 v* — Fadng; the li'Dodj^^liLa 
(witb FortraitJ 3 v^ ^ — A MonieDt of Mad - 
iKjsa^ and othpr Stariea x v, — Tbe Gfaost 
of Charlotto CraVf and Dthcr Stones 
IT.— Fcere&s aTiol Player a t- — Under 
tba Lillea and Roses ; v. ^^ — llifl Heart 
ef Jane Warner a t+ — Xbo Heir Pre- 
iiunptive tx. — TUe Matter Pasaion a v* 

— Spider^ of Socict; a t. ^ — Driven to Bay 

2 V. — A Daughtsr of the Tropici a t- — 
Gentleman and Courtier 3 v, — - On Cif' 
ciimfitanli^ Evideace 3 t, — Mouat Eden. 
A Romance £ v. — Blindfold 3 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin i v. ^ — A Bankrupt Heart a v. 

— TTa* Spirit World i v- — Tbe Bcantifd 
Sod 1 V. — At Htart a Rake 3 v* — 
I'he Strange TranBG[;iuation of Hannah 
Stubbi. IV. — The Dream that Stayed 
* T, — A Passing Madness i v* — The 
Blood of the Vampire 1 v. — A Soul on 
Fire 1 V» — Iriii the Avenger i v. 

Marahi Mrs, Anne (Caldwell), 
t '874. 

Havenacliffe it. — Umilia Wyudham 

3 T, ^ CasUe Avoa a v. — Aubrey s v. ^ 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 \* — Evelyn 
Marston 2 t^ — Tfas Roie o/ Aaburst a t, 

Marshall} Mrs. Emma, j- 1899, 
Mn. Mainwariag's Jcumal 1 v. — 
Benvenuta 1 v. — L^y Alice i v, — 
I Jay spring i v. — Life's A fkermath i t. ^ 
Id the East Country i v. ^ NOhXIH; or, 
Tbe Story of tbe Lost Vestal 1 v. — In 
Four KeJ^s i v* ^^ Oti the Banks of the 
Oiue If.' — In the C]ty of Flowery 1 v. ^ 
Alma I T. ^ Under Salithury Spire 3 v. 

— The End Crowns AH it* — Winchester 
Meads 1 v* — EventiJe Li^bt 1 v. — 
Wlnifjiede^s Toumal 1 v^ — ^ Bristol Belli 
1 V. — In the Service of Rachel X^adj 
Russell 1 V. — A Lily antong Thorns i v. 

— PensbuTst Castle i v, — Kensington 
Palace t v. — Tbe White King^i Daughter 
1 Y. — Tha Master cf the Mosicians' i v. 

— An Escape from the Tower 1 v* — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace i v» ^ — Castle 
^feadov^- t v, — ]n the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey 1 v. — Tbe Young Queen 
of lloarts 1 Vb ■ — Under the Dome of St. 
Paurfi X V. — The Parson*! Daughter 
I ¥- 

Mason, A. E, W. 
The Four Feathers a v. ^ Miranda of 
the Balcony i v* ^ Tbe Courbihip of Mor- 
Tice Bnckler 2 v* — The Tman^ k r. — 
The Waltbcrs 1 v. — RunmiDg Water i v, 

— The Broken Koad 1 Vi 



Matbtrs, Helen (Mrs. Henry 
Reeves)* 
"Cijerry Ripe I" a v* — "Land n' the 
Leal'* iT«— My Lady Green Sleeves a v« 
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. 1 v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart! v*-- Eyre*9 AcotiHtal 
a V. — Found Out i v« — Murder or Man- 
slaughter P I T* — llie Fasbion of thiJB 
W orld {Aq Pf . ) — Blind J uatice, and ''Who , 
being dead^ TCt Spcalccth '^ i v. — What 
the GlafiS Told, ^nd A Stu[£y of a Woman 
IV. — Bam Wildtre a v. — Becky a v. — 
Ciudets 1 V* — *' Honey" i v. — GrifF of 
Giil&thscourt 1 v. — Tb c New Lady Teaa] e, 
and Other Stories and Essays i v. ^— The 
Fenyinan 1 v, — Tally Ho lav. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 Vh 

Maunce, Colonel 
Tbe Balance of Military Power In 
Europe i v. 

Maurier, George du, j- 1896* 
Trilby a v. ^ — ITie Martian a v. 

Maxwell, M t^.\ z?. MissBraddon, 

Maxwell, W. B. 
The Rag^^ed Messenger 3 v. — TheGuarded 
Flame a v. 

"Mehalah" Author of: vide 
Baring~Gou3d 

Melville^ George J. Whyte, 
t «8r8. 
Kate Coveotry 1 v* — Holmby Hou^ 
3 v^ ^ Digby Grand it. — Good for No- 
thing a T* — llae Queen's Matiea 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlcniere 2 v. — Cerise a v* — The 
Interpreter s v* — The White Rose s v. ^ 
M. or K. I V. — Contraband i t* ^^ 
Sarchedon a v» -^ Uticlejohn a T» " 
Katerfeho i v» — Sister Louise r v. — 
Rosine 1 ¥. — Roys* Wife a v- — Black 
but Comely a v. - — Riding Recollectio ns i t* 

Memorial Volumes: vide Five 
Centuries (vol, 500) ; The N ew 
Testament (vol. looo) ; Heniy 
Morley (vol. 2000). 

Meredith, George. 

The Ordeal ol Richard Feveret z v. — 
Beauchamp^s Ciircer a v, — The Tragic 
Comedians i v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta a v. —The Amazing Marriage 2 v. 

Meredith, Oweni vide Robert 
Lord L.ytton« 
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Merrick, Leonard: 
The Man who was good it. — This 
Stage of Fools i v. — Cynthia i ▼. — One 
Man's View x v. — The Actor-Manager 
1 ▼. — The Worldlings x v. —When Love 
flies out o' the Window x ▼. — Conrad in 
Qocst of His Youth x v. — - The Quaint 
Companions x v. —Whispers about Women 
XV. — The House of Lynch x v. 

Merriman, Henry Seton, f 1 903. 

Young Mistley x v. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another x v. —With Edged Tools a v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam i v. — In 
Kedar's Tents i v. — Roden's Corner 
I V. — The Isle of Unrest x v. — The Velvet 
Glove X V. — The Vultures x v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard x v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories x v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 
tjnre. 
The Money-Spinner, etc. x v. 

Milne, James. 
The Epistles of Atkins x v. 

Milton, John, f 1674. 
Poetical Works x v. 

"Molly, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne x v. 

** Molly Bawn," Author of: vide 

Mrs. Hungerford. 
Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood x v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2 V. — Thwarted i v. — Wild Mike 

1 v. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
XV. — Transformed i v. — The Fisher- 
man's Daughter, etc. i v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged x v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and 0(£er Tales x v. 

Moore, Frank Frankfort 
*'I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 

2 V. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride x v. — The Millionaires x v. 

— Nell Gwyn — Comedian i v. — A Damsel 
or Two IV. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman x v. — The White Causeway i v. 

— The Artful Miss Dill x v. — The Mar- 
riage Lease x v. — An Amateur Adven- 
turess X v. 

MooTt^ George. 
Celibsites 1 v. — Evelyn Innes a "7. — 
Sifter Teresa 2 v.— The Untittcd Field x v 



— Confessions of a Young Man i v. — The 
Lake x v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life z v. 

Moore, Thomas, f 1852. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Morgan, Lady, f 1859. 

Memoirs 3 v. 

Morley, Henry, f 1894. 

Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Tauchnits Edition 
(v. aooo, published x88x) x v. 

Morris, William. 

A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer x v. 

Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets x v. -— A Child 
of the Jago i v. — To London Town x v. 

— Cunning Murrell i v. — The Hole m die 
Wall X V. — The Green Eye of Croona x v. 

— Divers Vanities i v. 

Muirhead, James Fullarton. 
The Land of Contrasts x v. 

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 
Murray, David Christie. 

Rainbow Gold 2 ▼. 

Murray, Grenville: v, Grenville. 
"My Little Lady," Author of: 

vide £. Frances Poynter. 
New Testament, the. 

The Authorised English Version, with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischeo- 
dorf (vol. 1000, published X869) x v. 

Newby, Mrs. C J. 

Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), j- 1890. 
Callista z v. 

Nicholls,Mrs.: vide CunerBeU. 
<*Nina Balatka," Author of: 

vide Anthony Trollope. 
««No Church," Author of (F. 
Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen : — a Waif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady Augusta. 
Ytom Generation to Generation z r. " 
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N orris, Frank (Am.), f 190 J. 
Th* Octopui 3 V. ^ Too Pit 3 v, 

Norris, W. E. 
My Friend Jim i v. — A B^cLclor't 
Blunder a *. — M^jorand Minor 1 v. — 
The RogAiQ 2 v< — ^liSftSbaftD av. ' — Mrs. 
FctntDD 1 Vh. — ^lLudv«Dtur« i v. — Saint 
Ann^m t V. — A Victim of Go&d Ludc 
IV. — Tb«i Daster in YaUow i v. — 
CUuissA KuHcs.! 2 V. ^ Marie tta^n Mar- 
riigo a V. — Tho FI|;ht for tlio Croim 
I v.— TbeWidowert v.— GOesIojilbf IV* 
— The Flover of tbe Flock i v. — His 
Owa Father i v. — TbeCredttDfthoCDtmty 
I v» — ]jird Leonafd the Lycklcw i v, — 
Katurc'sCtimediAii i y* — NF^i'TsVocadoEi 
IV. — Barkajn of BeltA.nA i v. — Harry and 
UfsulA 1 V. — The Sgit^Lre Ft^j i y* — 
Faulme i v. 

Norton, Hon. Mre., | 1877^ 
StUiiTt of Dunlea^th 3 v. — Lost and 
Sdrvcd 2 V. — Old Sir Dou^la^ J ■*- 

" Not Easily Jealous," Author of 
(Mis^ laa Hardy), 
Not Kaiily J ealous a t. 

"Novels and Tales": vidg 
" Household Words." 

0*Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 
Godfrey). 
The Rejuvenatioi] of Mi» Seomptiora 1 ¥* 
' — The Matrlinonia] Ij?ttery 1 v« 

Oldmeadow, Ernest 
St3An I V. 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888- 
Alliora Feto a V. — MajoUaoi 3 v, 

Oliphailt, MiB», I 1S97. 
The Lnost of the Mortimen 1 v, — Mn. 
jllargaj'et Maitlajid 1 v+ — Agim a v. — 
l^l^dfJtma Mary a v. — Hie MiniiEer^s 
Wife 2 V. — The Rector and theDocCor'is 
Family i v-. — Salem Chapel 3 T. — TTio 
Pefpetual Curata a v. — Mtss Marjon- 
bankA ^ v. — Ombr^ 2 t* ^ Memoir of 
CouQt dc Mont&Sembert 2 v. — May 2 v* — 
IniiDccDt 2 V. — For Love aRdlifv iv. — 
A H-ose in June i v, — Th« Stoir of 
Valentine *ind his Brother 2 v. -- WhiEe- 
ladJei a V. — The Carats in Chajge i v, — 
PhiEtbe, Junior a v. - Mrs, Arthur a v* — 
Caiiti 2 V. — Youn^ Mus^rave s v* — 
The Frijujroso F^Lh 3 v* ^ Within the 
Precincts ^ v. ^ llie Greatest Heiren in 
England t v* — Hv that will not when be 
may 2 v* — Harry Joscelyn a v. — lo 
Trust a v. — It was a Lover and bti Lass 



3 V. — The Ladies Li ndoret j v, — Hoiter 
3 V* — Tbo Witwd's Son 3 v. — A 
Coantry Gentleman and hli Family 2 v. - - 
Ncigliboun on tho Green 1 v.— TheL>iike*» 
Daughter i v. — The Fagitivea i v» — 
Klrsteec 2 v. — Life of Laurence Olipbant 
and of Alice: OUphanE, his Wife a v. — The 
TJttlti F^liTira lu tbe Un«en t v, — The 
Heir Presumptive abd the Heir Apparent 
3 V. — Tfa SoTceress 2 v. — Sir Rohcrt'# 
Fortune 3 v. — Tlie Ways of Life i v. — 
Old Mfi Trcdi^old 2 v« 

"One who has kept a Diary": 
m^^ George W* E- RnsselL 

Osboumc, Lloyd ^Aro.). 
Baby Bdlet i tt- — WiM Justice i v. — The 
Motorniatuacs 1 v^ 

OBsiaii, 

The Foetus of Ossian, Translated by 
James MacpbeisOn 1 V» 

Ouida, I 1903, 
IdaJia 2 v, — Trico tfin a v. — Fuck a t, — 
Cbandosav, — Strathmore 3 V* — Under 
two Flags a V, — Folle-Farine a v. — A 
Leaf in tbe Storm j A Oog of Flanders ; 
A Branch of Lilac ; A ProT«ice Rote 
IV. — Cecil Caitlflmaine''i Gaj^e* and other 
Novelettes i v^ — Madame la Majqiuaef 
and other Novelettes i v, — Fascarel a v, 

— Held in Bnndage a v. — Tvo little 
Wooden Shoes i v.^ — 5i^a(with Portraitji 
x-v, — Tn aWinter City i v. — Ariadnfea v.— 
Friendship a v. — Moth^ 3 v, — Fipistrello, 
and other Stories \y. — A Village Com- 
mune a V. — In Maremma 37. — Bimbi 
I v» ^- Wanda 3 V. — Frescoes and other 
Stories i v* ^ Princesi Naprajdtie j v. — 
Otbmar |*. — A Rajnyjune [6oFf*)' Don 
Gesualdo (60 Ff.}. — A noate Parry 1 v» — 
Guilderoya v.r— Syrlin 3 v. -^ Ruf6no,dnd 
uther Stories 1 v» — Santa Barbara^ etc. 
I V. — Two OfTonderft 1 v* ^ Tbe Silver 
Chritt, etc. iv.— Toxin, and otber Papers 
J V. — Lo Solve, and Tooia i v. — The 
M't^arenea s v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays i v* — La Strega* and other 
Stories 1 V. — The Wnters of Edera i v, 

— Street Dust, and Othef Stories z v. — 
Cridcai Studies i v, 

" Outcasts^ the," Author of ^ vide 

"Roy Tellet" 

Farker, Sir Gilbert 
The BattJn of the Strong 3 v. -- Donovui 
Fa<ihat and Some People of Firypt i v. — 
Tho Sea ti of the Mighty a v. — TheWeaveii 



22 



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List, 



Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
t 1900, 
BaiQ GodCrey'iCaprico 3 v, — For Richer, 
for Poorer a v. — Th* Bdatitifiil Miss Bar- 
nngtott 3 T. — Her lltlu of Hoaour i v* — 
Ecboes of a Famous Year i v, — Katbo- 
rioe^i Trial 1 v* — The Vicissitodu of 
Beulo Fairfax a v. — Bea Miluer^iWoaiiig^ 
I V. — Straiglitforwajd j v. — Mrs, Denji 
of CotA 3 V. ^ A Poor Squire 1 t^ 

Parr^ Mrs. 

Doititfay Fui IT. — ITie Froacotti of 
FampliLllDna V- — ThcGosauSEoithy, etc. 
I V. — Robin 3 V. — X,oya1ty Goorg* a v, 

Paston, Georg^Cp 
A Study in Fiejudicm it. — A Fair 
Decaiver 1 v. 

Pasture, Mrs. Henry dc la. 

Tho Lonely Lady of GrcrBvenDr5(|uaTa i v. 

— The Grey KniEHt t v* 

Paul, Mrs. : videKuikm of "Still 

Waters." 
"Paul Femill/' Author of (Mrs, 
Caroline Qive), f 1&73- 
Piiil FeiToU it* — Year after Year 1 v. 

— Why Paul FerroII kLUod hii Wlin x v. 

Payn, Jflmes, f 1 SgS. 
Found Dead i v. — Gweudoline^i Har* 
vett I V, ^ Like Father, like Son 3 t. — 
Not Woood^ but Wop 3 V. — Cecil'* Trjst 

1 T. — A Wotaan'* VcngeaDCe 2 v. ^^ 
Murphy's Master i v. — la the Heart of 
a HlU^ and other Stories 1 v. — At Her 
Motcy a ¥+ — Xhc Best of Husbatidi 2 v. — 
Walter** Word a v* — Halves 2 v* — 
Fallen Fortunes 3 v. — What He cost Her 
ST. ^ — By Proity 3 v. — Leas Black than 
wo'ne Fainted s v. — U Elder odo Roof 

2 V, — High Spirits 1 v* — ^ Hii^h Spirits 
(S^e&nd Series) 1 v. — A Confidential 
Agebt a V, — From Exile iv^ — A Grape 
fiiDm a Thorn 3 t. — Sciuo Private Viewa 
IT, — For Cash Only a t. — ■ Kit ; A M^ 
inory a v. — The CanonTs Ward (with 
Fdrtrait'k 2 t. — Some Literary Re- 
colleciJona i v. — The Talk of the Town 
1 if» — The Luck of tho Dairells z v» — 
The H€::ir of the Ages 3 v.— HolidayTa^ka 
it* — Glow -Worm Talei fFirii Seriei} 
I T- — Glow- Worm TaJea f Second SertesJ 
J V. — A Prince of the Blood a t, — TTie 
Mystety of Mirbrid^e 2 v* — Tho Burnt 
Million a T- — The Word and the Will 

J V* *— Sunaj Sloriei, and ^me Shady 
Ones J V. — A Modern Dick "WHttln?;- 
to^ 5 V, — A Sfmnbla on the TtiTMbo\4 



a T. — A Tr>'ing Patient it.— Gleuu 
of Memory, and The Flavesdropper 1 v> — 
In Market DTwt i T» — Th& Diuippear- 
anCD of George DrilTelU and other Tile* 
IT. — Another's Burden etc. it. — The 
Backwater of XifCj or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran i T. 

Peard, Frances Mary. 

One Year a V. — The Rose- Garden it»-- 
Unawares it. — Thorpe Regis i v, — A 
Winter Story i v, — A Madrigal, md 
other Stories it*— Cartouche i v* — 
Mother M0U7 it. — Schlosa and Town 
3 T* — Ccmtradictiona a t, — Near Neigh- 
bours IT. — Alicia Teunant it.— M»- 
dame's Granddaughter i t, — DannJk 
Tercfia 1 v* — Kataber One and Nujuber 
Two IV. — Tho Ring from Jaipur 1 1. 

Pemberton, Max* 
The Impregnable City i v. — A Woman 
of Kronatadt it, — Tbo Phantom Army 
IV* — Tho Garden of Swords it. — The 
Footsteps of a Throse i t< — Fio Fatrii i v. 

— The Giant's Gate a v* ^ — I cxown thee 
King 1 T^ '-^ The House under the Sea i v, 

— The Gol^ WoU I T.— Doctor Xavieri v. 

— Red Mom i v* — Beatrice of Venice a v. 

— Mid tlie Thick Arrows a t. — My Sword 
for Lafayette i v. — The Lady Ffelyn i v. 
^The Diamond Ship i t> — The Lodestar 
I T, — Wkeeta of Anarchy it. — Lore 
the Harvester i v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, -j- iSn. 

Relique* of An dent English Poetry ^t* 

Philips, F, a 
As Id a l^okiog Glass it.'— The Dean 
and his Daughter i v, — Lucy Smith 1 t* — 
A Lucky Young Woman i v. — Jack aad 
Three J ills it. — Little Mrs. Murray i v. — 
Youn^Mr^AiDslie's Gourtthipiv.— Sodai 
Vicissitudes it.- — Extenuating Circum' 
stances, and A French Marriage i t. ^> 
More Sodal Vidssitudes iv. — Constoitt» 
3 T. — Tliat Wicked Mademoiselle^ etc. 
t Ti — A Doctor in Dif£caltieSf etc* i t. — 
Black and White 1 v. — **One Never 
Knows ' ' 2 V. — Of Course 1 t. — MiM 
Ormeiod^s Protigo 1 v* — My liitle Huf 
baod IT. — Mrs. Bouverie 1 v. ^ A 
Quostionof Colour, and other Stories iv*— 
A Devil in Nun** Veiling i t* — A Full 
Confession, and other Stories i v. — Th4 
Luckiest of Three it, — Poor Little EelU 
I T. — Eliza Clarkt^ Govemeas, and Other 
Stories i t. — - Marria^p etc^ 1 v* — School' 
girls of To-day, etc. j t^ — If Only , etc. t f . 

— Kti ^tifortunate Blend 1 v* — A Bar* 
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F. C. & Percy Fenclall. 
's Sacrifice x v. — Margaret 

F. a & a J. Wills. 

hryne iv. — The Scudamores 
uden Fair to See i v. — Sybil 
iage X V. 
:ts, Eden. 

ets 2 V. — The Human Boy 
of the Morning 2 v. — The 
irth X V. — The Striking Hours 
Farm of the Dagger x v. — 
Fetich I V. — The Whirlwind 
iluman Boy Again x v. 
:ts, E. & Arnold Bennett 
>f War I V. — The Statue i v. 
ton, M iss : vide Author of 
Last of the Cavaliers." 
gar Allan (Am.),-)- 1849. 
£ssays, edited with a new 
ohn H. Ingram i v. — Tales, 
in H. Ingram x v. 
ilexander, •)• 1744. 
:al Works (with Portrait) 1 v. 

, Miss E. Frances. 

L^dy 2 V. — Ersilia 2 ▼. — 
Hills IV. — Madame de 

Mrs. Campbell. 
Affinities i v. — The Head 

t, Mrs. E. (Am.), j- 1878. 
avenward x v. 

Consort, the, -j- 186 1, 
il Speeches and Addresses 
t) x V. 

^chard. 

ill's Affections x v. — The 

leming x v. — Time and the 

or. N. : V, Caroline Fox. 
H. M. the: videVvcXxyAsi 



Couch, A. T. ("Q"). 
Crosses x v. — I Saw Three 
Dead Man's Rock x v. — la 
.les I V. — The Ship of Stars 
dventures of Harry Kevel x v. 
ir X V. — Shakespeare's Christ- 
ler Stories i v. — The Mayor 
— Merry-Garden, and Other 



Rae, W. Fraser, f 1905. 
Westward by Rail x v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance 3 v. — The Business ofTravd iv. 

Raimond, C E. (Miss Robins). 
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 V. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v. 

"Rajah's Heir, the," Author of. 
The Rajah's Heir 2 v. 

Reade, Charles, \ 1884. 
"It is never too late to mend" 2 v. — 
"Love me little, love me long" i v. — 
The Qoister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 
fington XV. — Christie Johnstone x v, — 
A Simpleton 2 v. — The Wandering Heir 
I V. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
XV. — Singleheart and Doubleface x v. 

"Recommended to Mercy," 
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 
" Recommended to Mercy " 2 v. — Zoe's 
"Brand" 2 V. 

Reeves, Mrs.: v, Helen Mathers. 

Rh3rs, Grace. 
Mary Dominic i v. — The Wooii^ of 
Sheila x v. 

Rice, James : v, Walter Besant 

Richards, Alfred Bate, j- 1876. 

So very Human 3 v. 

Richardson, S., f 1761. 
Qarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. TrafFord). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 V. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

Ridge, W. PetL 
Name of Garland i v. 

"Rita." 
Souls I V. — The Testers x v. — The Mas- 
queraders 2 v. — Queer Ladyjudas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming x v. — liie Pointing 
Fingrer x v. — A Man of no Importance x v. 
— - The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 
I v. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 
vide Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
"Mademoiselle Mori." 

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W^ 

c t '853. 
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Robins, Miss: vide Raimond. 
Robinson, F.: vide Author of 
« No Church.- 

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 
Outdoor Pastimes of an Americaa Hunter 
(with Portrait) i v. 

Ross, Charles H. 
The Pretty Widow i y. — A London 
Romance 2 v. 

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville: 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, f 1882. 
Poems z Y. — Ballads and Sonnets i v. 



"Roy Tellet." 
The Outcasts z v. — A Draught of 
Lethe z v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 ▼. 

Ruffini, J., + 188 1. 
Lavinia 2 ▼. — JJoctor Antonio x v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni z v. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura z v. — The 
Pan^^ens on a Visit to Paris z v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories z v. 

Ruskin, John, f 1902. 

Sesame and Lilies z v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this 
Last and Munera Pulveris z v. — The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra- 
tions) z V. — Mornings in Florence i v. 

Russell, W. Clark. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v. — The " "LvAj 
Maud" 2 V. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 

Russell, George W. E. 
Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A Londoner's 
Log-Book X V. 

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 
Saunders, John. 

Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship- 
owner's Daughter 2 v. — A Noble Wife 2 v. 

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. 

Cooper). 

Joan Merryweather , and other Tales 

XV. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 

XV. — The High Mills 2 v, — Sebastian z v. 

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t 1903- 
My Official Wife z v. — The LIttie Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing z v. — The Masked 
Venus 2v, — Delilah of Harlem 2-v. —The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A^Daugbtet of 3^^^\^ 



Devereuz of the Mariqnita 3 v. — Chedced 
Through 2 v. — A Modem Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v.— The Mystery of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki z v. 

Schreiner, Olive. 
Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona- 
land z V. 

Scott, Sir Walter, j- 1832. 

Waverley (with Portrait) z v. — The 
Antiquary z v. — Ivanhoe z v. — Kenil- 
worth IV. — QuentinDurwardz V. — Old 
Mortality z v. — Guy Mannering z v. — 
Rob Roy z V. — The Pirate i v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel z v. — The Black Dwarf; 
A Legend of Montrose z v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor z v. — The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 V. — The Monastery z v. — The 
Abbot z V. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock z v. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth z v. — Anne of 
Geierstein z v. 

Seelfcy, Prof. J. R., M. A., + 1895. 

Life and Times of Stetn (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land z V. — Goethe z v. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, f 1906. 
Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v. 

Shakespeare, William, -|- 16 16. 
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 V. — Doubtful Plays z v. 

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at jH 0,30. each number. 

Sharp, William, f 1905 : v. Miss 
Howard, Fiona Macleod and 
Swinburne. 



Shelley, Percy Bysshe, f 1822. 
A Selection from his Poems z v. 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1888. 

Shut i^> in Paris z v. 

Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, 
t i8i6. 
The Dramatic Works z v. 



Shortfaouse, J. Henry. 
John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, 
Fa" • 



Lady 



T r. — Ja the Old Chateau 1 v. 



Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C, CB. 
¥vc« axi^ ^^otd in the Sudan (with 
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Smedley, F. E. : vide Author of 

"Frank Fairlegh." 
Smollett, Tobias, f 1771. 

Roderick Random x v. — Humphry 
Clinker x v. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v. 

** Society in London," Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident x v. 

Somerville, E. CB., & Martin 
Ross. 

Naboth's Vineyard i v. — All on the 
Irish Shore x v. 

''Spanish Brothers, the," Author 
of 

The Spanish Brothers 2 v. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875. 
The History of England 7 y. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v. 

Steel, Flora Annie. 
The Hosts of the Lord 2 y. — In the 
Guardianship of Grod x v. 

Steevens, G. W., j- 1900. 

From Capetown to Ladysmith x ▼. 

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 

Tristram Shandy x v. — A Sentimental 
Joum^ (with Portrait) x v. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, f 1 894. 

Treasure Island x v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage x v. — 
Kidnapped x v. — The Black Arrow i v. — 
The Master of Ballantrae x v.— The Merry 
Men, etc. x v. — Across the Plains, etc. x v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments x v. — 
Catriona x t. — Weir of Hermiston x v. — 
St. Ives 2 V. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies x v. 

"Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. 

Paul). 

Still Waters x v. — Dorothy i v. — De 

Cressy x v. — Uncle Ralph x v. — Maiden 

Sisters x t. — Martha Brown x v. — Vanessa 

X V. 

Stirling, M. C : vide G. M. Craik. 

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.). 
The House of Martha x v. 

"Story of a Penitent Soul, the," 
Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul x y. 



"Story of Elizabeth, the," Author 

of: vide Miss Thackeray. 
Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 
(Am.), t 1896. 
Undo Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin s y. — Dred 
2 V. — The Minister's Wooing x v. — Old- 
town Folks 2 Y. 

"Sunbeam Stories," Author ot: 

vide Mrs. Mackamess. 

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swifl), 

t 1745. 
Gulliver's Travels x v. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles. 

Atalanta in Calydon : and L3rrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) X Y. — Love's Cross-Currents x y. 
— Chastelard and Mary Stoart x v. 

S3rmonds, John Addington, 
t 1893. 

Sketches in Italy x v. — New Italian 
Sketches x y. 

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H. S. Merri- 
man. 

Tasma. 
Unde Piper of Piper's Hill 2 v. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness,-)- 1893. 
Cyrilla 2 y. — The Initials 2 y. — Quits 
2 V. — At Odds 2 v. 

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f 1876. 
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 y. 

Templeton: vide Author of 
"Horace Templeton." 

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), -j- 1892. 
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
XV. — Harold x v. — Becket ;The Cup ; 
The Falcon x v. — Locksley Hall , sixty 
Years after ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems x v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Testament, the New: vide New. 

Thackeray, William Make- 
peace, -j- 1863. 
Vanity Fair 3 y. — Pendennis 3 v. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 y. — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century x v. — The Newcomes 4 v. — The 
Virginians 4 y. — The Four Greorges ; 
Lovel the Widower x v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 v, — Devki& I^^oNi^k -w -*. — 
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Roundabout Papers t t. — CatlicriiiQ 
I Y* —The Iriab Sketch Book 2 v. —The 
Paris Skfitdi Book (with Portrait) a v. 

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Kitdiic). 
Thes Story of EUiaheth it. —The Village 
on tho Cliff IT. — Old Kien^ingrtGD a Tp — 
doebeard's Kjcys, aod other Stori^ t T. ^^ 
Five Old Friflnda x v. — Miss Angel i v* — 
Out of the World, and other Tales i v. — 
FuLbamLaTvoT and other TaI» it. — From 
an Islaod. A S torj an d Shome Essays it* — 
Da Capo, aad other TaJea it. — Madame 
do Sitvi^o ; FrOQi a Staeo Box ; Miai 
Williamaon^sDiTagations 1 v- ^ A Book 
of Sibyls I V. — Mn. Dymood 2 v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs i t. 

Thomas a Kcmpis: v, Kcmpis. 

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Fender Cudlip). 
Deoii Donne a v, — On Guard z v. — 
'Walter Goring i v* — Played Out a v. — 
Called to Account 2 t. — Only Meiaeif 
3 V. — A Harrow Escapa 3 t, 

Thomson, JamcSi f ^74S- 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) i v, 

"Thoth," Author of. 
Ttoth J V. 

"Tim" Authffl-o£ 
Tim r t. 

Trafford, F. G,: v. Mrs. RiddeU, 

Ttevdyan, Right Hon. Sir 
George Otto. 

The Life and Letters of Lord Ma^aulay 
(with Portrait) 4 t. — Selections from thu 
Wridncs of Lord Maeaulay a t, — Tho 
dAjneridan ReTolutlon (with a M;ip) a t* 

Trois*£totles , ^'riif Qrenville: 
Murray, 

TroUope, Anthony, -j- iSSz. 

Doctor Thome 2 t. — The Bertrams 
3 T. — TliO Warden it.— Barche&ter 
To were a t, — Cattle Richmond t v* — The 
Westlodiefl it.— Framley Piirsouage a v. 

— North America j v, — Orley Farm 3 v. 

— Rachel Ray a v. — Tho Small House 
at AUington J t. — Can you forgive her? 
3 t. — The Btilton Estate it*— Nina 
BaJatka it, — The Last Chronicle of 
Baiset 3 T.— Tht Claveriof»2v, — Fhineaa 
Finn IT. — He knew ho was right 3 T, — 
TheVicvof BuIIhampton it. — ^irHany 
Hotspur of Hiuubletkwaita it. — Ralph 
the H^e a v. — The Golden Lioo of 

Gmopare it. — Anstralia and l^tm lei- 
J&nd J Y. — Ira4x Annm it. — Baitj 



Heathcote of Gangoil it, — The Way wo 
li v& now 4 T, — The Frime Miojstef 4 t, — 
The American Senator 3 v. — South A^hia 
a 7, — 'liHePopenioy? i^t* — An Eye for 
an Eye i t. — ' John Caldigate 3 t. — Cousn 
Henry 1 r. — The Duke's Children it. — 
Dr.Wortlp's School it, — Ayala^s Angel 
3 T, —The Fixed Period it. — Marion Fkf 
a T. ' — Kept in the Dark it. — Fran Froh- 
mano, and other Stories i v* — Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories i t. ^ La M^ 
Bauche. and other Stories 1 t. — The 
MJsdetoe Bough, and other Starie* it.— 
An Autobiography iv. — An Old Maa'i 

LoTO 1 T. 

TroUope;, T. Adolptaus, f 189:. 
The Garstangfl of Garstang Grange a 1. 
— A Siren 2 t. 

Trowbridge, W, IL H. 

The Lfltten of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
I T. — A Girl ot the Multitude i v, — That 
Littlo Marqni4 of Brandeoburar 1 t. — A 
Dazzling Reproba^ 1 v. 

Twain I Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.), 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer i t, — 
The Innocents Abroad; or. The New 
Pilgrims' Progreu z t. — A Tramp Abroad 
a T, — ^'Kougbing it'* it. — The In* 
nocents at Homo i v^ — The Prince and 
the Pauper a t^ -^ The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. i t.^ — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi ST.— Skeichq {wJtb Portrait) 
IT. — Huckleberry Fiua 2V^^ Selectioiu 
from American Humour t t< — A Yankeo 
at the Court of Xing Arthur z Vi^ — The 
American Oaimant it. — ^The £ loooooe 
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 '- — 
Tom S&wyer Abroad 1 v* ^ Pudd^nhsd 
Wilson IT. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc z T^i — Tom Sawyer, DetectiTt, 
and other Tales i v. — More Tramp* 
Abroad a T. ^ The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc^ a t. -^ A Double-Bai- 
relled DetectiTe Story, etc. i t. ^- The 
t to,ooo Bequest, and Other Stotiea i t*^ 
Christian Solence t v. 

"Two CosoiOfli the," Author of. 
Thn Two Cosmos E v. 

Vachell^ Horace Annealey. 

Brothers a t. — The Face of Clay 1 ¥, — 
Her Son it,— The Hill 1 v. 

"Vcous and Cupid,'* Author of. 
Veauff and Cupid i t, 

"ViTtt" Atithof of. 
W%Ph \ T. — tVkft HAtal dii FetH St 
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Jean i v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. — IHnette z ▼. 

Victoria R. I. 
Leares from the Joomal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to x86x z v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 z v. 

"Virginia," Author of. 
Vii^nia i v. 

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 

With Zola in England z v. 

Walford, L. B. 
Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins 

2 V. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget i v. 

Wallace, D. Mackenzie. 

Russia 3 ▼. 

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), j- 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Warburton, Eliot, + 1852. 

The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 ▼. 

Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 
Robert Elsmere 3 ▼. — David Grieve 

3 V. — MissBretherton z v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell z v. — Sir Geoi^e Tressad y 
2 V. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose's Daughter 2 v. 

— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Fenwick's Career 2 v. 

Warner, Susan vtii!;: Wether elL 
Warren, Samuel, f 1877. 
Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 V. — Now and Then 
z V. — The Lily and the Bee z v. 

"Waterdale Neighbours, the," 
Author of : z'. Justin McCarthy. 

Watts-Dunton, Theodore: 
Aylwin 2 v. 

Wells, H. G. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. x v. — The War 
of the Worlds z v. — The Invisible Man z v. 

— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau z v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes z v. — Tales of Space and Time z v. 

— The Plattner Story, and Others z v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham z v. — TheWheels 
of Chance z v. — Anticipations z v. — The 
First Men in the Moon z v. — The Sea Lady 
z V. — Mankind in the Making 2 v. — Twelve 
Stories and a Dream z v. — The Food of 
the Gods z v. — A Modem Utopia z v. — 
Kipps 2 V. — In the Days of the Qnnet z v. 

— The Future in America z v. — New 
Worids for Old z ▼. 



Westbury, Hugh. 
Acte2 V. 

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan 

Warner) (Am.), f 1885. 

The wide, wide World z v. — Queechy 

2 V. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2y. — 

Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 

We3rman, Stanley J. 
The House of the Wolf z v. —The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black z v. — 
Under the Red Robe z v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 V. — From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France z v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 

— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn a v. 

— Sophia 2 V. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings' Byways z v. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— TTbc Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender z v. 

Wharton, Edith (Am^. 
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v. 

**Whim, a, and its Conse- 
quences," Author of. 
A Whim, and its Consequences z v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 

White, Percy. 
Mr. Bailey-Martin zv.-TheWestEnd2v. 
— The New Christians z v. — Park Lane 2 v. 
—The Countess and The King's Diary z v. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter z v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim z v. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man z v. — Mr. John Strood 

z V. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr . Strudge . 
z V. — Love and the Poor Suitor z v. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol z v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 
The Island ; or. An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality z v.— No. 5 John Street zv. 
-The Life of Paris z v.-TheYellowVan z v. 

— Ring in the New z v. — All Moonshine 
z V. 

Whitman, Sidney. 
Imperial Germany z v. — The Realm 
of the Habsburgs z v. — Teuton Studies 
XT. — Reminiscences of the King of 
Roumania, edited bjr Sidney Whitman z v. 

— Conversations with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidn^ Whitman x ▼. — Life of 
the Empexot ¥x«dL«cvOL %. ^^ « 
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"Who Breaks-^ Pays," AtiChor 

of: vide Mrs* Jenldn* 
Whyte Melville, George J. r 

"vide Melvjlle- 

Wiggln^ Kate Douglas (Am,). 
TlinQthj't Qufrit I T. — A Cathedral 
Conrtshipf and PenclopB'i English £l- 
peLriencri t t* — Penelope's In^ Eitperi- 
eiu^i I V. — RcbfrCcA of Suianjrbtaolc Farm 
I V. — The Affair aL the Inn i v. f By K* D. 
Wi^gjn. M. & J. FiadLBter, Jind AUzti 
McAulay.} — Ko$ft o' the River i v. — 
New Chroaides of Rirbecca i v. 

Wilde, Oscar, 
Tlie Ficture af DortAti Graf it- — Do Fro- 
fiinild and The B^lfAd of Reodiag Gaol 

I T. 

Wilidns^ Maty E. (Am.), 
P^inbTDlte IV. — Madeloa i v. —Jerome 
B T, — SilenCMJt ^'^d other Staricj i t- — 
Th* Lot* of Paraon Lord:, etc* i t- 

WiUiamaon, CX N. & A. M* 
The Lig'btQJn|r Conductor i t. 

Wills. C. J., i^ide R C Philips. 

Winter, Mra. J. S. 
Re^i mental Le^nds i y. 

Wood, Charles: i/ide Author of 
"Buried Alone," 

Wood, H. F. 

The Fassenj^er from Scotland Yard i T> 
Wood, Mrs, Henty (Johony 
Ludlow), t iSS;. 

East Lyjino ^ir, — The Clianniiigi a t. ^ 
Mrs. HalliburtoD^t Troublei it. — 
Verner't Fridfl i t. — The Sbadow of AkIi' 
IfdTOt 3 T. -— 1 rcTlyn Hold J ¥. ^ IrOrd 
OakhdTTt'f DaD^htent a f. — Ofwald Cray 
M T. — Mildred Arkell a t. — St. Martin's 
Etc it* — Eliter^s Folly a t. — ^ La,dy Ade^ 
lajdo's Oath a t. — On?iUe Coltcgo i y* — 
A Life's Secret I r. — The Red Court Farm 
■ Tf -^ Anno Hereford a t. — Roland 
Yorke a w. — Geors^c Canterbury's Will 
a Y. — BeSiY Rane a v. — Done HoUow 
^ V. — The l^ggy Klght atOfford ; Martyn 
Wars' s Temptation; The Nijrbt-Walk 
OTer the Mill Stream it. — Within the 
Maze av* ^ The Master of Grey land* a v. 
— Johnny Ludlow a y. — Told in the 
Twilight t Y. — Adarn Grainger i y. — 
Kdhia a Y, — Pomeroy Abbey a v. — Court 
Wetberleipb a y, — (The fallowing by 
JohjJtiT Lvdlowl t I^oSt 10 the Post » and 
O^fterXalcff rr,— ATflleofSin^andOthK 
2a/aff i w, — Aaae, andOtbcrTalestv* — 



Tho Mystery of Je»y Pa^, and Other 
Tales 1 V. — Helen Whitney *b Wedding, 
and Other Tales it, — Thfl Story of 
Dorothy Gmpe^ and Other Tales i t. 

Woodroffe, DanleL 
Tangled Tntiitiei t t- — The Beauty-Shop 

I Y* 

Woods, Margaret L. 

A Vilbgo Tragedy i v. — The Vaga- 
bonds I Y. — Sonjof the Sword iY. — The 
Invader i v. 

Wordsworth, WilHam, f 1 850. 

Setect Poetical Warks a v, 

Wrasall, LasccHc^s, f 1865, 
Wild Oats I V. 

Yates, Edinundi | 1S94, 

L&nd at Last a y. -- Broken to Harness 9 y< 

— The Forlorn Hops a y* ^ — Black Sheep 
a Y, ^ The Rock Ahead a ¥+ — Wrtcked 
in Port 2 T. — Dr, WainwHght's Patient 
a Y^ — Kobodj^s Fortune a v. — Castaway 
a T. — A Waiting Race a v, — The ytUow 
Flag 1 V. — Tho Impendioif Sword t T. — 
TtTo, by Trick* i y, — A Silent Witnrts 
J Y« -^ Recollections a,nd Experiences a r. 

Yeats: uide Levetjt-Yeata. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., + 1901. 
The Heir of Rcdclytie 2 y. — Heartsease 
IT,— The Daily Chain a v* — Dyoeror 
Terrace a y, — Hopes and Fears a t, — 
The Young Step-Mother a y. — The Trial 
X Y, — The ClevcrWoman of th* Family 
a v,^Tho Dove in the Ea^le^s Neat a v. 

— The Danvett Papeti^; The Prince and 
the Page i y, -- The Chaplet of Pearls 
IV. — The two GuaTdlajus I Y, -^TheCA^ed 
Uon a V, — The PlUars of the House 5 v, 
~ Lady H»ter i v* — My Yonn^ Alddes 
a Y* — The Three Bndei 1 y. ^ Woman- 
kind X Y, — Ma^um Bonum a v. — Love 
and Life i t. ^ Uuknown to History 2 y« 

— Stray Pearl* (with Portrait) a v, — The 
Armourer^s Prentices a y. -^ The Two 
Sides of the Shield a y. — Nuttie's Fathcf 
a Y* — Becj^hcroA at Rockstone a y. — 
A Reputed Changeling a v. — Two Fenni- 
Irii Princesses i y, — That Stick i *. ^ — 
Grisly Grisell it,— The Long VacaUoa 
a Yv " Modem Broods i v. 

"Young Mistlcy" Anthot of: 
vid€ Heniy Scton Memmaii. 

Z^ngwilt, I, 
Drea^niers of the Ghetto a ▼. -^ Ghetto 
Comedies 2 y. ^ Ghetto Trugi^dies a v. 



Series for the Young. 

so Volumes, Published with Continental Copyright on the same 

conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors, Videf, i, 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. ^ 



Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About : — x v. 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
t i88o. 

Ministering Children x v. 

Craik,Mr8.(MissMulock)»ti887. 
Our Year x v. — Three Tales for Boys 
I V. — Three Tales for Girls x v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales x v. 

Bdgeworth, Maria, f 1849. 

Moral Tales x v. — Popular Tales 2 v. 
Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 

t 1877. 
The Pearl Fountain , and other Fairy- 
Tales X ▼. 

Lamb, Charles & Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 
Tales from Shakspeare x v. 

Marryat, Captain, f 1848. 

Masterman Ready x t. 



Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 
Rex and Regina x v. 

Montgomery, Florence. 
The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
BaU x V. 

** Ruth and her Friends," Author 
of. 
Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls i v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry, f 1887. 
William Allair x v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., -j- 1901. 
Kenneth; or, the Rear- Guard of the 
Grand Army x v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word x v. — The 
Stokesley Secret x v. — Countess Kate x v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-0£fice X V. — Henrietta's Wish 
XV. — Kings of England x v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie x v. 
— P's andQ'sx v. — AuntCharlotte'sStories 
of English History x v. — Bye- Words xv. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. x v. 



Collection of German Authors. 

5/ Volumes, Translations from the German, published with universal 
copyright. These volumes may he imported into any country, 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882. 
On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 v. — 
Brigitta XV. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2V. — Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestem] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 

Fouqui, De la Motte, -j- 1843. 
Undine, Sintram, etc. x v. 

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, f 1876. 
Poems (Second Edition) x v. 

Q6rlach, Wilhelm. 
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) x v. 



Goethe, W. v., \ 1832. 

Faust X V. — Wilhelm Meister's Ap- 
prenticeship 2 V. 

Gutzkow, Karl, \ 1878. 
Through Night to Light x v. 

Hackiander, F. W., + 1877. 
Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] x v. 

Haufif, Wilhelm, \ 1827. 
Three Tales x v. 

Heyse, PauL 

L' Arrabiata, etc. i v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc x Y. — Barbarossa, etc. x v. 

Hillem, Wilhelmine von. 
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 
X V. — The Hour will come x x^ 
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Kohn, Salomon. 
Gabriel z v. 

Leasing, G. E., + 1781. 
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galottizv. 

Lewald, Fanny, j- 1889. 
Stella 2 V. 

Marlitt, E., f 138;. 
The Princess of the Moor [das Hude- 
prinxesschen] 2 v. 

Nathusius, Maria, f 1857. 
Joachim v. Kamem, ana Diary of a 
Poor Young Lady x v. 



Reuter, Fritz, f 1874. 
In the Year '13 i v. — An old Story of 
my Fanning Days [UtmineStromtidljT. 

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 
Paul), f 1825. 
Flower, Fmit and Thorn Pieces 2 ▼. 

Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886. 
Ekkehard 2 ▼. 

Taylor, George. 
Elytia 2 v. 

Zschokke, Heinrich, j- 1848. 
The Princess of Brunswick -Wolfen- 
biittel, etc. z v. 



Students' Series for School, College, and Home. 

Ausgaben 

mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special-WOrterbiicheni. 

Br.e:Broschiert. Elart. ss Kartoniert. 



Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 

t 1873. 
The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischoff, Br. jH 0,50. Kart. jH 0,60. 

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 
(Am.). 
Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst 
Groth, Br. ^z,5o. Kart. ^z, 60. — An- 
merkungen und WSrterbuch. Br. j^ 0,40. 

Sara Crewe. Von Bertha ConnelL Br. 
j^ 0,50. Kart. Ji 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und Wdrterbuch. Br. jH 0,40. 

Carlyle, Thomas, \ 1881. 
The Reig^ of Terror (French Revo- 
lution). Voxi'Dv, Ludwig Herrig, Br. 
UK z>oo. Kart. Ji z,xo. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 
t 1887. 
A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost, Br. jH 0,80. Kart. jH 0,90.— 
Wfirterbuch. Br. Ji 0,40. 

Dickens, Charles, f i$70. 
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe, Br. ^z,20. Kart. .^z, 30. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A, 

Hoppe. Br. .ilz.Ao. Kart..ilz,5o.— Worter- 

buch (First and Second Series). Br. J^x ,00. 

A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 

a Ghoat Story of Christmas. Von Bt. 

G, Tmnger, Br. M x,oo. Katt. J^ i,to, 



Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 
Mrs. Cross), f 1880. 
The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. H. 
Conrad, Br. jH 1^70, Kart. Jt z,8o. 

Ewing,JuUanaHoratia,f 1885. 

Jackanapes. Von E, Ro9S, Br. UKo,5o. 
Kart. Ji 0,60. — WSrterbnch. Br. M 0,20. 

The Brownies ; and The Land ofLosi 
Toys. Von T>r, A, Miiller, Br. .il 0,60. 
Kart. Ji 0,70.— W8rterbuch Br. Jto^w. 

Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of tiM 
Wood; BenjyinBeastland. Von E.Jioos. 
Br. J$ 0,70. Kart. J$ 0,80. — Wdrter^ 
buch. Br. JH 0,30. 

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 

t 1790. 

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 

Feyerabend, I. Teil. Die Jugendjahrs 

(Z706— Z730). Br. jH z,oo. Kart. UKx,zo. 

n. Ten. Die Mannesjahre (zt^z his 
Z757). Mit eincr Beigabe : The Way to 
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. Ji z,20. Kart. Ji z,3o. 



Freeman, Edward A. f 1892. 
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C, 
Balxer, Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. JH 0,80. 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 
Ta\e!& q1 1\^« Argonauts. Von Dr. G, 
\ Tanger. 'B.t. JK ^^>f^. "ZaA. Jt z,50. 
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 

Wonder Book for Boys and Girb. Von 

E. Roos. Br. M 0,70. Kart. Ji 0,80. — 

Anmerkimgen undWorterbuch. Br. M 0,40. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School Days. Von Dr. /. 
Schmidt. 2 Parts. Br. .il 3,00. Kart. 
jH 3,20. Part I. apart. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. M 1,80. Part. II. apart. Br. ^1,30. 
Kart. J6 1,40. 

Longfellow, Henry WTads- 
worth (Am.), -j- 1882. 
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. H. 
Vamhagen. 2 Bande. Br. Ji 2,00. 
Kart. Ji 2,20. X. Band apart. Br. Ji x,oo. 
Kart. jKx,zo. 2.Bandapart. Br..iKx,oo. 
Kart. Ji x,xo. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, f 1859. 
England before the Restoration. (History 
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. W, 
Ihne. Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. Ji 0,80. 

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter II.) Von 
Xir.W.Ihne. Br. ^x,oo. Kart. U«i,xo. 

The Rebellions of Arg^le and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
'^on'DT.ImmanuelSckfnidi. Br.ui(x,oo. 
Kart. Ji( x,xo. 

LordClive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr.^. Thum. Br. Ji 1,40. Kart. Ji x,5o. 

Ranke's History of the Popes. (His- 
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. 
Br. Ji 0,60. Kart. Ji 0,70. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. Br. Ji 1,50. 
Kart. Ji x,6o. 

McCarthy, Justin. 
The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32 — 35 of *' A 
History of our own Times.") Von Dr. A. 
Hamann. Br. Ji 0,60. Kart. Ji 0,70. 
— Wdrterbuch. Br. Ji 0,20. 



Montgomery, Florence. 
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br. 
Ji x,6o. Kart. Ji 1,70. -- Wdrterbuch. 
Br. Ji 0,40. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 
The Talisman. Von Dr. R, Dretul, 
Br. Ji x,6o. Kart Ji x,70. 

Tides of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H. LSschhorn. Br. Ji 1,50. 
Kart. Ji x,6o.— Wdrterbuch. Br. .il 0,50. 

Tales of a Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H. Losehhom. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. Ji xfio. 

Shakespeare, William, f 16 16. 
Twelfth Night ; or, What you will. Von 
Dr. H. Conrad, Br. Ji 1,40. Kart. Ji 1,50. 

Julius Caesar. Von Dr. Immanttel 
Schmidt. Br. Ji x,oo. Kart. .il x,xo. 

Macbeth.Von T^x.ImmanuelSchmidt. 
Br. Ji x,oo. Kart. Ji x,xo. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875. 
Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng- 
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. X7X3— X783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacher, Br. Ji x,20. 
Kart. Ji x,30. 

The Seven Years' War. Von Dr. M. 
Krummacher. Br. Ji x,20. Elart. j^ x,30. 

Tennyson, Alfred Lord, -j* 1892. 
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A. Hamann. Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. 
Ji 0,80. — WSrterbuch. Br. Ji 0,20. 

Thackeray, W. M. f 1863. 
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George BoyU. 
Br. Ji x,2o. Kart. Ji x,3o. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., \ 1901. 
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear- 
less. Von E. Roos. Br. Ji 0,90. Kart. 
Ji x,oo. — WSrterbucb. Br. Ji 0,20. 



Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 
Each Volume, bound ^2,25. 



FUr Deutsche. 
Englische Conversationssprache von 

A, Schlessing. 4. Stereotypaufl. 
Franzdsische Conversationssprache 

von L. Rollin. 2. Stereotypaufl. 
Russische Conversationsspraidie 

von Dr. Z. Koiransky. 



^"^ For English students, 
German Language of Conversation 
by A, Schlessing, 

A V usage des itudiants franfois. 
Conversation AUemande par MM. 
Z. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber, 



Tauchnitz Dictionaries. 

For sale and for use in all countries. 

Crown 8vo. 

English-German and German-English. (James.) Forty-first Edition, 
entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed Ji 4»50. Bound 
in clo& M 5iOO. Bound in half-morocco M 5,50. 

English-French and French-English. (James & Moii:.) Seventeenth, 
entirely new and modern Edition, Sewed M 5,00. Bound Ji 6,00. 

English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassl) Thirteenth 
Edition, Sewed J6 5,00. Bound in half-morocco Ji 6,25. 

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 

in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modem 
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Td^hony. Sewed J$ 29,00. 
Bound in cloth Ji 32,00. Bound in half-morocco Jk 33,50. 
Vol.1. Fran^ais-Allemand- Anglais, s^me Rdition, Avecnn grand 
Suppl^ent de 1901. Brochi jH xo,oo. Reli6 en toile jH zx,oo. ReU6 en 
demi-maroquln M xz>5o. Suppl^ent s&pariment jH 2,00. 
Vol. II. English-German-French, sth Edition, With a largie Supple- 
ment published in 1902. Sewed Ji xo,oo. Bound in doth jH zx,oo. Boond 
in half-morocco Ji xx,50. Supplement separately Ji 2,00. 
Vol. III. Deutsch-Englisch -Francdsisch. 4,Auflc^t, Mlteinem 
Nachtrage von 1902. Brosch. JH 9,00. Greb. in Leinen Jt xo,oo. Geb. in 
Halbfn. Ji 10,50. Nachtrag einsdn Jj 1,00. 

Pocket Dictionaxies (same size as TanclmitE Edition). 

Bound Ji 2,25. Sewed M 1,50. 
These Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date, 
English-German and German-English. Thirtieth Edition, 
English-French and French-English. Thirty-first Edition, 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-second Edition, 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Twenty-eighth Edition, 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fifteenth Edition, 
FranzSsisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-FranzSsisch. Elfte Auflage, 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Siebente Auflage, 
Espagnol-Fran9ais et Fran9ais-EspagnoL Cinquieme Edition, 

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiranskt.) 
FUnfte Auflage, Br. Jj 3,00. Geb. Jj 4»oo. 

Imperial 4o. 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (RioirriNi & Bulle.^ 

2 B^nde. i.Band. 4, Auflage, 2. Band. 3. Auflage, Br. ,4 18,00.' 

Greb. J6 20,00. Halbmarokko J6 23,00. 
Spanisch-Deutsch und Dertsch-Spanisch. (Tolhaussn.) 2 Bande. 

I . Band. 5. Auflage, 2. Baud. 4, Auflage, Br. ^ 1 5 ,00. Greb. J$ 1 7,50. 

Halbmarokko J6 20,50. 

Imperial 80. 
Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (FOkst.) Translated from the Gennas. 

Fifth Edition. Jj 19,00. 

HaudwSrterbuch der DcMtscXieti Sprache. (Weber.) Vierund' 
zwanztgste Auflage, Br. Jk 6,00. 
wFfandbucfa der Fr emdw6nci. (^VJisE.^^Steb&eHnteAujlase.^\.J^vfv. 



Latest Volumes. — August igo8. 



The Human Boy Again. 
By Eden Phillpotts. i voL- 
4040. 

A second aeries of hamorous sketches 
«f schoolboy life, in which the youthful 
lieroes are made to expose the inherent 
deviltry of their nature in their own char- 
acteristic way. The volume is, of course, 
a sequel to the author's *< Human Boy." 

The ^Veave^s. By Gilbert 
Parker. 2 vols. -404 1/42. 

This is an £^;yptian drama of absorb- 
ing interest, whidi will go far to enhance 
the author's already brilliant reputation. 
In following the story we breathe the very 
^r of the desert and plumb the deeps of 
Castem intrigue. 

The Millionaire Girl, and 
Other Stories. By "Rita." 
I vol. -4043. 

This volume contains a dozen sketches 
of England and the Riviera, many of them 
written in the minor key of pathos, by an 
authoress well known as a pitiless satirist 
of the English haui monde. 

The Heart of a Child. 
By Frank Danby. 2 vols.- 
4044/45. 

The authoress has in this keen study 
^ of humanity depicted the life history of a 
London slum girl who rises to the position 
of a peeress of the realm. Sally Snapes 
is one of Uie most striking and lovable 
female figures in modem fiction. 

The Grey Knight By Mrs. 
Henry de la Pasture, i voL- 
4046. 

The writer of this charming Welsh 

idyll has had the unusual courage to allot 

some hundred yean to the combined ages 

of the knight and his iady. Both duur- 

acten are well deserving of study. 



During Her Majesty's 
Pleasure. ByM.E. Brad- 
don. I vol. -4047. 

Miss Braddon's tales are always rich 
in unexpected or startling incident, and 
the interest roused by the first chapter of 
this work is fully maintained to the end. 

New Worlds for Old. By 
H. G. Wells, i vol. - 4048. 

It may come as a surprise to many 
readers that Mr. Wells is an ardent So- 
cialist of the modern type. In this, his 
latest work he expounds the principles of 
Socialism as he understands them and 
pictures the means by which the millenium 
desired by all men may eventually be 
reached. 

The Picture of Dorian Gray. 

By Oscar Wilde, i v. - 4049. 

This is the first of a series of works to 
be published in the Tauchnitz Edition by 
one of the most interesting of modem 
literary personalities. Oscar Wilde is at 
once poet, art-critic, playwright, and 
novelist. " The Picture of Dorian Gray " 
is the outward and paradoxical explana- 
tion of the author's artistic tenets. 

The Statue. By Eden Phill- 
potts and Arnold Bennett. 
I vol. - 4050. 

a new romance by these clever col- 
laborators, founded upon one of the most 
mjrsterious of latter-day inventions. The 
plutocrats who take up the foreground of 
the story play a not unimportant part in 
European politics. The secret of the 
statue is most cleverly maintained until 
the end and one at least of the incidents 
of the story is practically unique in the 
ani^^ of sensational literature. 

Restitution. By Dorothea 
Gerard, i vol. -4051. 

a romance of the late Polish insurrec- 
tion, in which some prison scenes and a 
sensational rescue of political prisoners 
and suspects are described on a basis of 
actual fact. The authoress kaa alc«»^ 

1 Tect\^ T«cxea.\ft>3tv«kT^«Sao\wJN."CTVS'"**^'^' 



Latest Volumes. — August 1908. 



Pauline. By W. E. Norris. 
I vol. -4052. 

This is one of the finest studies of 
human nature which Mr. Norris has pro- 
duced. The apotheosis and the scenes in 
the Engadine leave little to he desired. 

An Amateur Adventuress. 
By Frank Frankfort Moore. 
I vol. -4053. 

This delicate tale of a young girl's 
plunge into life — and what came of it — is 
one of Mr. Frankfort Moore's best ro- 
mances. The chief incidents of the tale 
take place in a large hotel at one of the 
great health resorts of the Italian Riviera. 

Drusilla's Point of View. 
By Madame Albanesi. i vol.- 

4054- 

This romance by a now authoress in 
the Tauchnitz Edition will appeal to every 
reader by reason of its peculiar glamour, 
its pathos, and its denouement. 

Buried Alive. By Arnold 
Benneit. I vol. -4055. 

The author of '*A Great Man" has 
once again given us a deliciously humor- 
ous and satirical talc of London life, the 
central figure being this time a celebrated 



artist. The hero passes through some 
very extraordinary and bizarre experi- 
ences. 

De Profundis and The Bal- 
lad of Reading Gaol. By 

Oscar Wilde. * i vol. - 405 6. 

This second volume by Oscar Wilde 
contains his confession of himself as 
written from his place of detention, and 
also a striking poem likewise founded on 
his personal experiences in an English 
prison. 

Love and the Poor Suitor. 
By Percy White, i vol .-405 7. 

In this new romance of London life 
Mr. Percy White has mitigated the irony 
which usually characterises his works, and 
though satire is by no means absent, it b 
of a gentler kind. The early married life 
of the struggling couple is sympathetically 
pourtrayed. 

Mr. Crewe's Career. By 

Winston Churchill. 2 v.- 
4058/59- 

Mr. Winston Churchill is perhaps the 
best read of modem American authors, 
and, apart from the love interest of the 
story, the exposure of the manner in which 
American politics are "run," is carried 
out with inimitable and refined humour. 



Vol. 4000. 
A Manual of American Literature. 

Specially written for the Tauchnitz Edition 
by the Professors of the English Department of Cornell Unvversity. 
Edited by Theodore Stanton, Master of Arts of Cornell University, 

In order to bring this work completely up to date, the authors have 
asked for an extension of the time of issue, and the publication of the 
volume has therefore been postponed. .. ^ S^ 



Uie Tatichnitz Edition « to be Had of nil Booksellers and 
/^ai'hvay Libraries on the ConXintvXy fricc Jk i^^o* or ^ francs 
p^r vo/ume. A complete Catalogue 0/ tlie TauchniU Edliiou >s 



